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Thank you 


тв ns of fine Пецов is 
yon in this time of holidays 

We open with The Room of Dark, a 
yarn that has all the elements of exciting 
Morytelling — suspense, ironic h 
pip ofa plot and a twist ending — written 
with air and awar by Gilbert Wright 
Two mote stories are contributed by a 
з on the cur. 


touple of the hottest w 
Frm Here 


James James, the author of 
lo Eternity — 


be one ol the most controversial u 
represented by а sensitive story of 
awakening manhood, Just Like the Girt 
Jack Rerouac—one of the “San Fran 
kiwo poets” ol contemporary nouviety 
‚ed a literary sensation with los 
recent novel. Om the Rund (Playboy 
After Howis, November 1937). Ihe pul» 
licin of this book was called 
toric occasion" by The New York Times, 
which luther said, “Om the Road в the 
most beamtifully executed, the clearest 


and the most important utterance vet 
made hy the generacion Keron himsclt 
named years ago ay "beat! and whose 


principal avatar he is.” Other reviewers 
Tikened him to Whitman, Wolle. Twain. 
md Hemingway. For the Holiday Josue 
of PLAVHOY, Jach Kerouac has write 
The Rumbling, Rambling меза. 
story every bit as beautifully executed as 
hix praise gurnering novel. On 


а Frederick Wietings The Best 
Job in Television and J. А. Gatos tan 
imion of The Plaster Saint provide so 


med amusement. 
fiction ban 


lar fietion bun 
pit years most ente 
dec ugh onc to make. far i 
1957 mavnov was filled with excellent 
origitial Fiction by such talented ge 
men as Budd Schulberg, AL Moy 
hiss Bunt. Ray Bes Jo 
Herbert Gold, Gerald Kersh, 
Marry awadon. Айыш. Kober and Nel 
Algren, But the story that kept 


be 


wacan 
ws avidly reading well pat обе 
hours when it fist was submited in 


моту that drew 


zipt form, u 
more enthusiastic reader mail 1 


other fiction we have ever published. the 


that’s the one we 
The Fly, (vom oar June 1957 issue, A 
check for a thousand clams is now an its 
way to Paris, the current home of the 
story's author, George Langelaan, Lan 
claan is а man ol deceptively on 

appearance who has led a life more ad 
ventures than a barselful of Man Ladd 
jes. British by birth, his boyhood was 
largely spent siu 
and Paris, bis adulth 


pupemen. working for jo 
French amd F well as for AP. 
DE ING and The Nas York Time: 


During World War HL, he did the cloak 
and dagger gambit. underwent facial sur 
gery more than once m change his 
appearance, was caught hy the Axis 
tores, sentenced to death, escaped. re- 
turned to England just in timc to get in 
on the Normandy beachhead landing 
become one ol the first in Paris with 
Psychological Warfare 
Somehow, this busy "bilingual 
(his own description) has also 
je te write books, essays and 
harrípilating stories like The Fly. There 
will be more fe um im 
future issues of vt 
Tu the way of поп бобов, wurnor 


ihe 
Branch, 
monster 
found н 


American 
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disskeuast Ray Russell this mouth con- 
tributes The Postpaid Port, an an 
excursion in nostalgia: and Da 
ler ison hand with The False Confesens, 
ишу of those strange folk 
who, though innocent. profess Ше 
selves guilty of the most heinous crimes, 
oping thereby so “pluck from the mem. 
wry a Tooted saran. raze out the written 
troubles of the brain, and cleanse d 
wild bosm ol that perilous stuff which 
weighs upon the heart” (10 cadge à lew 
lines from Macbeth), Mr. Bressler is the 
author of the book Pole Chie) (among 
others) and spent 17 years with the New 
York State Division of Parole, the la 
nine as Exceutive Director. 

An actor of маде and sucen, operat 
ing under the protective coloration of 

ye nom de plume “Kelton Holloway," 
discourses. on How to Avoid Making Out 
in Hollywood, surely а topic ol incest 
authorities on dress and drink 
mmal wear and the basic har 
ter being а capsule reference work which 

embroidery 
п the муса» of bonze, harmanship, 
and bar gadgetry, gives you the 
brief lowalown on how to be the bib. 
bar's bed Friend. 

Pictorial pleasures abou 
first лумот of 1958, A dove 
play а return. engagement 
Playmate Revie; snapping her fingers 
at superstition, а Mh Playmate, teen 
ayer Elizabeth Ann Roberts, does a turn 
ж Миз January: Shel Silverstein, fills 

incemparable i 
ble Paris 


1, 100, in this 
darin 
Playboy's 


sevens pages wih hi 
pressions al incomps 
Happy New Year. 
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DIGS OCTORER 
Gow ihe Oct 


joue of телүү to 


day and 1 couldn't put it down until 1 


finished every word. It's the most fam 
тирон ever, Every story (especially 
Jol, Walhice’s Party Girl), every article 
(ihe best being Ken Pa 
bit ol wit specifically, Shel Silverstein’) 

the tricolor 


dya), and every 


Playmate, 1 dig N 


ily, you have 


Nie 
Sewan AFB, Tennessee 


BIT OF ORL RITE 
While 1 much apprech 
on London in your October issue, 1 
found it a p Shel Silverstein, 
wis mot here sulhciencly long 
himsell with authentic 
cockney. The dialog on p 
ie which se 
ly compounded 
cockney amd stage Arial, 


Dickensian 


As a Londoner 


by birth, upbringing amd inclinatio 
writing [rom the heart of the East End. 
where Stepney joins Whitechapel, 1 must 
protest, I must also add, in all fairness 
however, that this ‘ere book er yorcs is 
» bit of orl rue and 1 "ope's you keeps 
up the good work 


HI-FI 
1 wish to compliment you highly for 
the most infeinmative article The Com 


pleat Futelitarin. by Mr, John M. Con 
lier issues ft is a must 


lor those who a 
gh fidelity syster. For chose wh 
Tam always ready 


interested in acquirin 


a we hi 


wok pleasure in lite 


по recommend rravynov, the 1 
zine with excellent taste 

C. C. Chiang 

San Francine, California 


While E thoroughly enjoyed The Coun: 
Pleat Fidetitarian in your Oc 


to John Conlys 

speaker in th 
teer" Kar from 
iet the JBL ays 


listing a James B Lans 


y of "1 


any sort ol ав 


mois 


tem is one of the finest in tbe world, and 


is installed in The White House in 


Washington, in The Vatican in Ronse 
and in The Conservatory of Music in 
Brussels 
Charles Bartholomew 
Los Angeles, Calitornia 
Our "Ca ir ne ho putters 


bout in a ho Chuck — he 
real high fidelity expert. Thou 
les used in Ca 


h all 


five of the categor 
licle were meant anly ex very 
The 


welluened_gadh 


jeneral hifi 


md Соту state 


U as 1 do” The 
1, onc of the finest 
nd that ir why a James 
Lansing speaker was chosen for The 


Gadgeter 


IBL system is, amd 


KOSHER MARTINI 

Your paragraph on the piccolini (Pl 
boy After Honts, October) reminded me 
af ап imvention of the Kesher 


martini! Kosher dill pickle juice and 
vodka 
M. Alonso Weekley 
Daytona Neath, Florida 
CORVETTE 
ter reading Ken Purdys arde, 


Sport 


and Super Sport, in your October 
Corvette. 
t a proud 


that 1 rushed out and gave 
pat on the hinder 
Lt. Menill H. Woodward 
Fort Riley, Kamas 


the Chevrolet Corvette 
1 The antic 
1 have seen оны 


Your antice 


was. emtstanadin wis far 


above an) mning this 


Wemendous car. But then, that is only 
John R Willi 

long Beach, California 

MC GM had any real desire to leam 

from sports car tating. they would have 


ані 
program which wouk 


А om a long-term development 
have produced a 
wa of real winning cars. 1 believe the 
let ellort was an ill 
collection of шс! junk and а 


whole Chevro sorted 


it’s his world 


After Six 


"Tony Martin" tuxedo by AF 
Elegance in the "natural" му 
center vent, satin-piped pockets 
imported pure worsted (Bemberg 

$79.50 


Dhan $45 t S123. Shy Mohr 
for Wan ond Coon] 


After Six 
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stylist dream which probably had never 
ned a serious speed lap in its whole 
short Ше. 


WHAT DO YOU KN 
ABOUT THESE N 


John A, McGeorge 


reca wich, Connecticut 


fers to the Chesy six 
he only Müthtad con 
his article is directly north 


Twice, Purdy 
as a Matheadt 
nected with 
| [ot turays 
| Bill Coleman 
| 
| 


Glendale, California. 


I me where I can 
procure one ol those "flat-hend six cylin: 


SINGLE-GROOVE | 
STEREO DISCS? 


Now being n fem, since any Chevrolet that 1 have 
grooved ... cun he played by simple adaptation of your present h ever heard of bas its breathing system 
more than ordinary monaural Lira these new discs will at last make stcreophinie | inspired by overhead valves 
sound posible for cveryont. .. Marlow Swrandlund 
And what do you know about —transistorized hi-fi amplifiers whi Bozeman, Montana 
„amszing new loudspeakers that have no cones, but "excite" 
new inexpensive recording equipment for making. 

е balles which match the performance of many of today’s bulkier enclosures? 
New inventions, new improvements, new techniques are making high fidelity the most 
exciting pastime in America today for those who keep ahead of all the latest bit 
developments. And now, there's one sure way to do th 


Please, oh р) 


will lat for- 


Btushes Purdy: “1 don't know what to 
му except Ihe tiuth—which is Ihat T 
goofed. It's one of those inexpli 
goofs: I бинте like T know my own name 
Wirt Chevrolet has айлу» had an OHV 
engine, and I can't imagine why 1 suid 
Hat head, except. that 1 wanted a com 
paratively derogatory ter 4 one 
came quickly 10 mind” 


Become a Charter Subseriber 
to America’s newest magazine 
for high fidelity enthusiasts! 


‘This ie your invitation to become a Charter 
Subseriber to HiFi & Music Review, one of 

most important publishing projects in 
the history of high fidelity 

Five years I the making, this new monthly 
magazine vill bring you s completely fresh 
‘approach to the pleasure-flled world of hi f 
musie and sound. 

In simple, dovn-i-carıh language, HiFi & 


and d 


KAPPA SIGMA PLAYBOY 
Behold members of the Kappa Sigma 
dec 


Music Review vill show you how to select a 

best suited to your home... how 10 
Tot best aconstien... keep You up- 
фм on every new development, 

You'll tom the world of music, Composers 
and musicians, conductors and arrangers, 
азмы» anil jazz bulls discuss their works, 
tie new plans, A panel of experts aly 
e hat of the 200 recording and ipes 
егей ene v. You will Icurn how to 
build n fne record. cullection, make your 
wn шрек, 

РЇ & Music Review will be big, lavi, 
generously illustrated + . printed on Ihe 


шен paper. Yeu will chcerth cach tue! 
No hte 


^ what interests you ment... 
jara er mood „зүн. 
whether you 


Мф orl 
h dives that play for 10 ho 
yon iv all in this elegant public 


CHARTER SUBSCRIPTION APPLICATION „АЙ 


Please enter my Charter Suberipulon te HIFI а MUSIC 


Because aniy o limited number of copies 
al HiFi & Music Review will be printed for 
the first edition, we urge you to accept 
this Special Pre-Fublicenion Offer NOW. 

It Mose Review wil sell regule 
for $4 а yeor (12 tues. By subscribing. 
now yeu sove о full 25% -. ocluolly get 
the equivolent of 2 issues free, But mest 
important, ordering row ostures you ef 
receiving Volume I, Number 1 of this bril- 
Tiont new magozing ... certol 10 become 
© volved collectors item. In odditior, you 
will receive o hondiorre Charter Subicrip- 
Hon Cenificate, siteble for framing. 


1 


lorations amend th of 
гувох rabbit here at the University ot 
er. It way a highlight of the Home- 
ч; celebration. 
Meyer Salman 
University af Di 
Denver, Col 


PRESLEY AND THE POLL. 
Man, like what is wilh your You in 
dude Elvis (ugh!) Presley in a poll of 
jazz singers amd leave out a swinging 
the name 

‚can, mik 


ө! Ron Crotty. T prowest—L 


the entire scene, man! 


чө wari with Vel, N SE at 
the special rate el E mouth for only I. Abo vend my 
Charter Subscription Cert 


Tony Anaudy 
Urbana, Ilinois 


аза | 
tac pas bla cd Û son hear me good! 1 dig most of the 
чеин ш e poll and 1 didit have 
МЕЕ ут 
Min Tach category lied. but man. like 


wow, ly bug me when 


Name. 


au sare meer. | 


Adres 
E 


Tora. 


FREE. ANY З 


of these superb |High-Fidelity 


12" COLUMBIA (p RECORDS 


if you join the Columbia tê Record Club now-and agree to 
purchase 4 soloctions during the coming 12 months 


rri Garner riy Cur r= Tender, рир Pu, 
Son, бе дын tote, f Pa, Leon Yan Мыш 
pa Ka Ma 


| sisse E 


kanar nice 
Betoven senatas 


Оши єй and çen Dave Grech Quartet 
A AA 


Eurepean concert record. 
Кин murs т ane A 


foi Nunc enr 
JOklahoma!| 
Nelson Fady 56, 


Complete Score 


Rodgers & Hanmer- 
SET Lain Sh 


EE 


= 
ET tse 
AN 


TS 
cpu munie 


Af Yor, ume 


kin, de mekan ta aa 
A aot eae ae een 
ne ТЫШЫ SA E re 
fc You receive, at once, any 3 ef these recands ner. 67 FREE—ANY 3—VALUE UP TO $12.94— MAIL ENTIRE COUPON NOW! 
LEE PRE SST column econ cun, Dom өз quat a путина snow 
| TERRE HAUTE, INDIANA Э. Hay Buda Story 
Meee tne TIE ga awe rs eher E Metem yaa wan 
ee р шс 
Vd = 
Ys entume ts E ern sar 


Maris, betina lon end Went Com 


dc Be COn que pete, FRE: а nem son et зм 
Led T 


mene n dd 
Cumbia ip Bonus recura ef my cholo PRES. 


а чау шк ы 
De ag nen нор E 
зш сш g 


Ác The саца you want are, made and 
X er Tir 


ert fhe Tt Kilo 
эз: fen ol Cat 

16: dere 

mee. Pe Ge 

a sighs ier MET eth jaha a PONI а We tei ded 


ea) 


RS uem 


кыс aa te! Shoe ss HERRIN EEE 19, tm bet Red of Teeny 
re ser 
чы mat be сам ith mori or да 
AA | Daler Meme. ZU. King d Swing -Benny Gosden 
COLUMBIA ($ RECORD CLUB Pals Ad 


TUAE HAUTE, INDIANA oe | 2 ai Goi 
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Don’t “borrow” other men’s Kentucky Club— 
BUY YOUR OWN 
YOURE so тент то змен 


ар 10 the 


Club's nine chaire blend: 
quality. АП are packaged 
genuine Kenccal Pocket Pos 
the factory—comes тошу to u 
tobacco fresh, mellow m 

Inst pipeful. Kentucky Chul 


‘Wheeling, West Va. 


ESTA POUCH « кали пз 


KENTUCKY CLUB 


A BLEND FOR EVERY TASTE 

AROMATIC KENTUCKY CLUN WLOUDIRYTAYLOR Choke сита PIPES тойон MIX. 

Карасев sized for cool тш Very popular mid- 
end. 


Mirine по 
"ended for modern tais. bumi аксе 
корок BOCK — Interna- BRUSH CHEEK — Just about Саозат SQUARE 

Aly famous mixture. the mal expensive t 100% domestic 
Fuel lobaccos: ad; amd worth it Mild ard motion 


wurinatı— Popular with COKNIFORE — Smooth матоску clue mark винит 
Active men who like highly Еп дуре mixture Sto” Pawana or sooth, mild 
rum mixtura baccos cut S diferent waya. favor: prand mrema. 


fil -CELE 


you include cats Uke Prestey, Mathis, 
Boone, he male vocalist 
listing. s are from hunger 
amd are just too far in. 

swingin’ poll and J will dig the result, 
in the February 


this is truly a рой, then why nor 
Richard? Gents, Im abaid you 
опе. Leave us show som 


Mart Sheinman 
New York, New York 


A wide field of performers was pur 
poscly nominated for the poll to give 
readers a vent chance Lo choose their [ан 
rites. For whom they choir, sen nest 
month's asue frarusing the 1953 vivan 
Jazz All-Stars, 

BEATON BEATEN? 

1 fail to scc how Cecil Beaton’ ridicu 
ous piece of trash. managed to be in 
‘cluded in sour otherwise perfect October 

к. His attach on America's Cello. 
hane Society was us biased ay it wan 
unwanted. Beaton describes himsell 
as a "perennial English visitor" 10 Amer 
ica. I suggest thar if our nation’s habits 
annoy B himsell a 
favor and spend next year feeding 
pigeons in Picadilly. 

аман M. Toller 
Brooklyn, New York 


Perverse we mi 
even di 
But Cecil, chum, we never have 
been Beaton 


be: gaudy 


Tennessee 


such wipe? 
Kraft 
New York, New York 


MISS OCTOBER 


the submarine Bat 
that Colleen Fan 
is the most pertect female spec 
pentrayed_ in va He 
The Hungry Four 
o FPO New York, New 


Gade! This Colleen Fanii 
pian for homework Aut can't 
черик without the 


Vad 
Knox. College 
Galesburg, Minois 


Seapets Hah! 
WR Sidley 
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AFTER HOURS 


Newest variation on the “See you Later, 

Alligator After a while, crocodile" 
je goes like so: "Sce you tonight 
satellite.” Your out ob th reply 
In the void, asteroid.” 


Until just now, we'd believed it would 
¡possible to equal the excruciating 
berment of English as exempli 
fied by those New Yorker squibs which 
Tun under the heading "Ihe Mysterious 
Fast" But it's been done, by a gal 
named Fran Kelley, bille (on the liner 
of 2 record called Zen: The Music of 
Fred Kate) as a West Const poetes and 
musician. The following quoto arc from 
Tran on the subject of Katz “A glimpse 
of Zen in method, Le, absolute cut 
n on two opposite, black and w 
(the literal success of which is impossible) 
is, the gray medita 
se. Here, the Zen 
principle and the one of jarr is shown 
in relacion . ++ So through Chico [Ham 
кой d full. 
own with freedom: from bis jazztrans- 
fusion. , . M adequated, completed his 
vets” In Fred's Suite for Horn, Fran 
continues, "you are wonderfully oppor 
tuned to dig all his forms... Fred is 
funky. Simple, beautiful funk” Couple 


months ago, you'll recall, we told you — 
whap! — all about Zen (West Coast Divi 
sion). Having rend the above, you now 
kuow even more abont it, Don't you? 
Whap! 

Ош for an evening's relaxation in 


Chicago not long ago, we bumped ino 
amor jazz POLL nominee Shelly 

ic between ses at a downtown jazz 
Shelly was chuckling about our re 
cent roundup of anti-Philidelphia gags 
in these columns, then confided to us 
that frankly, he doesn't think Philly is 
hall so bad as New York. "New York,” 
says Shelly, "is nothing but one big con 
fidence game. You send a bellboy out 


after a deck of cards and he makes 52 
separate trips" 

British television. audiences recently 
15-minute filmed report on 
lile inside a nudist camp, with mary a 
squawk [rem the millions of viewers 
who saw it. The only person dad in any 
thing but birthday duds was the show's 
Interviewer, who appeared in baggy 
tweeds: the others ware big smiles 
that’s all. As one British TV critic wag: 

dily pointed out, the show probabl 


watched. 


dia much to pioneer the shape of pro 


RECORDS 
Modern but wnrefrigerated. swinging 
distinguishes Art Pepper Meets the Rhythm 


a шш 


Section (Contemporary 4532), 
encounter which lets Art's alto work our 
with the piano of Red Garland, Paul 
Chambers bass, and the drummy drum 
drums of Philly Joc Jones. Its fiting 
that rhythm and alto get equal billing 
in the title, for the honors are about 
even most of the way, with maybe just an 
edge in favor of the (үш. Recorded 
about а year ago, this LP leads off with 
a nifty You'd De So Nice lo Соте Home 
T 
ads and some Pepper originals, и 
Gillespie tune called Birks’ Works, 
and Billy Eckstine 
mingle mellow pipes on а knocked-out 
disc titled The Best of Irving Berlin (Mercury 
20816), Gloomily, the best of 1. B. can 
be crashingly cornball at times (remene 
ber Remember, Easter Parade, Alwoyi). 
but Sarah and Billy's vocal alchemy hoists 
the chestnuts straight to the moon ~ -~ - 
You probably recall Eydie 
thrashing on the old Steve Allen To- 
night shows if so, you also recall her 


all the way though some other stand- 
line 


Sarah Vaughan 


a tune: show stuff, blues, 
ıd uptempo jobs, There's а fine 
ling of all on ber first two LPs, 
буй» Gomê (ABC-Paramount 154) and 
Fydie Swings the Blues (ABC Paramount 
192). A real gasser on the former is a 
wildly swinging, mint-fech version af 
FÜ Toke Romance; on the latter, listen 
especially 10 ter perky, pretty offerings 
of When the Sun Comes Out and The 
Mon 1 Love, 


M, at this time of year, you're up to 
here with saccharine carols and electric 
organs and Rudolph of the rufus ванню, 
We MIZE ош you опе of the loveliest LPs 
we've ever heard, Christmas Eve in Eighteenth 
Century Менен (London 1617), а holi- 

service beautifully recorded on the 
spot, sung by the Montserrat choir with 
2 solemn fervor seldom matched . 
Speaking of unusual music: those who 
(like us) tire trom time to time of the 
standard orchestral and vocal repertory 

И the concert hall —and of he major 
labels = might шу LPs available under 
the Archive tag, a simpler handle to re: 
member than its fall name, which is 


History of Music Division of the Deut- 
dis- 


sche Grammophon Gesellschaft, 
1 here by Decca. We've h 
listening to several of these dis 
senting music of the High Renais 
recommend especially the limpid, ex 
pertly performed songs and madrigals of 
Orlandus tomve (ARC 3070). 


ibun 


^ 


gleaned from yos. (Storyville 
918), сау mon 
pressive set to date. The 


nist is aided by loots Mus 


alto and two alternating rhytl 
sections, cach just about flawless... We 
salute the dia debut of a 24 ycarald 
oriole named Mis Test Jey (Bethlehem 


001), a Washington State Jass of Japa 
mese, French and Peruvian descent who 
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Starting Friday, December 27 
SAM LEVENSON 
ELLA FITZGERALD 


Storing Fdo, аот 31 
GORDON 
MacRAE 


CHEZ PAREE ADORABLES 
TED FIO RITO'S ORCHESTRA 
RESERVATIONS DE 7-3434 


deslanes by the pioneer in do-i.yourzll 
rani for your easy. quick. 
assembly even without 

previous espariance! 


HEATH CO. 


manages to combine the brashness ol Kay 
Starr, the earthiness of Dinah Washing: 
ton, the vibrato of Eartha Kitt plus а 
soul all her own. And hcr choice of tunes 
is the end: Easy lo Remember, a great 
old blues called Since Г Fell for You. 
and Deed I Do, onc chorus of which she 
delivers in Japanese, Teal Joy, gentle- 
men, is a real joy. 


FILMS 


Operation Mod Boll is u kind of land 
locked Mister Roberts that has t0 do 
with a US, Arm 


Medical Center set up 
al French town in 1 


bait nurses and a sharp, shre 
enlisted men, one of whom is giga over 
juin Florence Nightingale but can't 
because she's an offer. To 


7) to preside th 
4 drinks calculated 
the lady's hair down. Preparations [or 
the ball grow frantic, the g 

stretchexl to the breaking p 
brass smell a rat. Much of the infectious 
fon is supplial by Jack Lemmon who 
turns in a deliciously droll performance 
as a private. The heavy is played by 
Ernie Kovacs, an intelligence captam 
slated for che Senate once the war is 
over, and looking for all the world like a 
Khaki-elad Mephisto — all seers, smiles 
and smirks—as he snuflles throug 
footage menemanisally attempting 
foul up the proceedings. The day is 
ultimately saved by Mickey Rooney as 
master serpeam who speaks only 
jarred up rhyming com 


back and forth thinking out a solution 
to the men's woes, Backing them up is 
a fat cast of atypical. Gis, all of whom 
make Bilkos bunch look like pink 
checked ROTC cade. HS a happy 


screwball film with a lot of belly laughs. 


us sureis de seandnle to the 
pok a 


a of what all the shouting: was 

t those whe have read the 
tome (Playboy After Hours, Dec. 1956) 
will again spot the disparity ol license 
granted the book and flm media: he 


cause the flick is хадаг canted lor uie 
censors, the authors behindthescenes 
probings into the sexual peccadilloes of 
‘small New England town come th 

om the sereen only in a summan by the 
town doctor rather ths incisive 
mes of sir To be sure. 
there are episodes loaded with shock: a 
steplather's rape of his daughter. a sui 


E 
ride of кше 


солон HOUSE 
1514 NO. WADASH. 
caco 


NEW ORLEANS 
[) WHERE 
DIXIELAND JAZZ 


| was BORN, г 


FRENCH QUARTER 
529 BOURBON st. 


FRENCH 
QUARTER 


NEXT MONTH 
JAZZ POLL WINNERS 


ROAST BEEF - STEAKS - BARBECUED RIBS 


EMBERS 


DINNER From $:30 PM. = OPEN TD 4 AM 
161 Е, 54". NYC + PL9-3228 


5€ Hardly docs to be 
seen with Aubrey anymore. 
Chap hasn't been to 


وو 


Bacon's in an age 


Beacon’s 3o» Shop 


өз NORTH MICHIGAN AVE 


vou 


THE HELEN 
MORGAN STORY 


GOGI GRANT 


RAY MEINDORF 


This new RCA Victor seundtrack album brings yeu 
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y Ben 
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petent throughout, and the shots 
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low-up by 


must see fol. 
d star of list 
year's notable Га Sada — Federico Fel 
sa; this time the 


1 tally 
Cod Created Woman, and if vou live in a 
ate without censorship, von will h 

the unalloved pleasure of secimg the 

ing № sel out nude 

open йу worth the price 
ol odi 


we bound 
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There'll always be a Playboy! 


PROSERPINE 
GETS 
CARRIED 
AWAY! 


Tt was pretty dead around the under 
word. Then Plato museled in on an 
other territory. @ Te was getting the lay 
of the land when he saw her. She was 
picking lilies amd viokts. € “YOU are 
for МЕ!” he said kindly. € Proserpine 
went into shock. € Ma came ruming bat 
wot an time to stop Pluto from carrying 
the chuld off. “Woe,” sobbed the be- 
roned woman, “a chin like that would 
seate olf goose bumps. Poor Serpy.” € Fi 
milly she asked the ward boss for help. 
And ‘The Grech sent “the word!” along 
the grapevine. @ "Tell that grab artist 
to use that extr» dry golden lotion with 
the ‘prop-up" motion. If he knows what's 
good for him — In 
tra-close shaves with Nei 
tric Pie Shave Lotion." € Pluto, no fool, 
he plugged in, And found that no mats 
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— he got cleancı, closer, faster shaves 
with Mennen PreShave. @ Righi 
he was a new man, Proserpine fell il, too. 
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give him what he really craves. Too late 
the impact of his wasted life crashes 
around him with tbe news that his mis 
tress has committed suicide, lnc hears the 
empty words of his friends, "she'd have 
ruined your whole life. Nobody blames 
-. mobedy blames you.” lint there 


ind we predict that John 
elis im the ascendancy 


^ (im the words of its editor, Ray 
Ruwell) is Moyboy’s Ribold Classis (V 
dert, $3), a miley roundup ol 41 засу 
tales by Boccaccio, De Maupassant. Cas 
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brisk new language and profusely illus 
trated by Leon Bellin - -- Playboy's Perty 
Jakes (Waldorf, $3) is just that: a gaggle 
ol gage going all the way back to Es 

ular magazine 


for urban n 
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comes involved: Frank, his hated older 
Ginnie, а dim wit round heel 
мор; and a 
depressed as 
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ne is the three years from 
character is Dave 
returned 
av and a 
Gwen, а 


epee 
sion. Gwen walks ont. and dien. rapid 
disintegration seems m overtake all 
hands Throughout, Jones spares neither 
the reader п sells power. drive and. 
the det at and curette the 
womb of es icr what the 
nonstroms issue, seems to be the motif 
laminating both author and work — 
iterated at times to the point of irrita 
tion. One has the uneasy feeling, logging 
through the pages and pages of Kun 
ning, that и was written more in anger 
than in passion, more to shock than to 
awaken, more by dogged р 


creative. outpouring — and that sadistic 
morbidity is 100 frequently called upon 
to masquerade as stark realism. И yon do 
fight your way through it all, y 


a think of Mailer's Deer Pil 
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bestselling 
howlingly € 
the play), is a morbid, shocking reprise 


on of Meyer Les 
Compulsion (Lesi 
ms any asian wih 


of the “perka” murder committed by 
Richard Loeb and Nathan Leopold in 
Chicago JN years ago. Head dhrinkers and 
sociologists may still want to know the 
why” of the deed, but neither they nor 
Lay theatregoers get any sort ol answers 
the información lurnished in the play is 
both baling and inconclusive. To give 
Compulsion its due, it docs hast ashes 
OF uneasy excitement as well as several 


s har probe clinically 
h of illness 
1 here iy a мш 
п which Michael Con 
матне, as the Lawyer who delcnds the 
Killers, pleads for lenicney based a 


mental 


ulously to keep a spraw 
derously documented case study 
theatrical bounds and Dean Stockwell 
amd Roddy McDowall, as the yen 
psvebopaths, tum in a pair of brill 
perlormances in what must be Broad. 
way's mest difficult roles in recent yea 
At the Ambasador, 49th St, Wot of 
Broadway, NYC. 
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who sings calypso, Nevertheless, Jamaica 
ix a glistening showease lor the lovely 
Miss Ноте, and the only other player 
who comes dose to sharing the kudos de 
Josephine Premice as а rival dazzler with 
dynamite hips and a dyn 
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a good fellow in one corner, 
a bad fellow in the other, 


and a rattlesnake in between 
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kill the other because of a lady, or some matter, it is the 

custom to arrange a duel, Frem such а duel as we ar 
range, the trouble between these two fellows will be settled, 
believe me. 


Г му сомктку when neo fellows become angry enough to 


The committee for duels prepares a house of one room. 
so that, on the closing of the door, the room is dark, Fine 
sand, without little stones, is spread over the floor to the 
if a span. ‘The bare feet“of a man make not the 
nd walking on such a floor 
The two fellows ate made naked. Each has his knile, 
lung mote, The commitice puts one fellow in a cur 
of the room and across from him, in that comer, the ot 
fellow. And in one of the other two corner the co 


puts a live rattlesnake of good size, "The committee ret 
he door is shut quickly, the duel now begins. 
Outside, the people wait foc the half of one minute. It. 


the winner has not come out by that time, the committee 
piles empty ой cans against the door completely over the 
top. The people now go about their affairs because it may 
be many houts, even two or three days, before the winner 
pens the door and makes the cans crash down. The crash 
ing down of the cans will be heard, day or night, all over 
the village and the people may now go to see which fellow 
has come out 
И it should happen thar the duel is over in the halt of 
one minute it will be because one of the Tellows rushed. 
You sce, on the closing of the dour there will be а very 
short time when you still have the image of your enemy 
the mind's eye. You can mush straight across the room 
to his position and perhaps finish him. But you must act 
very fast belore the Image goes. Both fellows could rush, but 
1 hate not heard of 
Most offen the rush is not made and so the cans are piled 
up. The duel is now an айай of patience, great care and 
much thought, Each fellow seeks to find die other without 
making his oun presence known. One smart fellow may 
think of a method to work a trick on the otber, but if the 
trick i not completely successful it will be the smart fellow 
who remains behind in the Room of Dark, Much will de 
pend upon the control of the mind because, alter some 
bouts in complete dark, the mind can grow unreliable and 
a fellow may do something foolish and so inform his cnemy 
u his position. Because of the thirst and the growing bad 
air, alter three days one of the fellows is pretty sure ro lose 
ul, He may talk to himself, or even sing. And, should 
this happen, it will not be that fellow who crashes down 


are reasons for putting the rattlesnake into the 
Room of Dark, It i» of great danger to both men equally, 
not caving who it might bite. We abo believe that the make 
will make the fellow who is most afraid even more fearful, 
хо that the braver fellow has a better chance 10 win, Many 
times, we believe, the snake will prevent a duel, Fellows 
quick to fighi if the snake were not ta be with them, may 
think of а way 10 seule their quarrel without the duct. 
But if che anger of two fellows to kill the other is suong 
weh they will duel, even if more than o 
be put into the room, 
Such an anger was between Damundo and Pito, Bodi 
thee fellows were my cousins because, in our village, il a 
fellow is mot your brother he is certain to be your cousin 


stake would 
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Damundo is a cousin not liked by me 
and others. He is more than 30, dark, 
strong and rough, much hair, and a 
mustache that bc trims like a lady's little 
eyebrow. Damundo has the strong belief 
that he is a great vidor over men 
and girls In this, there is truth. Five 
times in not two years he has ducled 
and each time it was he who crashed 
down the cans Never did he receive 
even а small wound and the times of 
his winnings were never more than an 
hour, often less. A Ming unheard of in 
history! He brays that only cowards take 
the time of two or three days. Ridicu. 
ow! Danundo gets hungry! Damundo 
misses his girl! Every year be goes work 
ing on a ship for two months and on 
his return from foreign places Ne b 
presents of bracelers, necklaces, shining 
chains to hang from the waist, ribbons, 
combs, candies, lipsticks, perfumes and 
other delights 

Pito is a cousin much liked by me 
and others. He is slim and has a mus 
tache of first growth which he does not 
yet trim or it would be gone. Pito is 
three years older than me and the feel 
ing has come upon him that he is no 
longer a boy. His voice has become 
deep, but is not yet dependable to re 
main so. Several girls of our village 
notice him, but when we all go out 
upon the beach at low tide to gather 
the harvest of the shore, Pito digs with 
Angia and their hands meet together 
under the sand. Angi: is some younger 
than Pito and has much charm. She 
smiles softly and does not scream and 
produce silly laughing like these young 
girls who want only to bring you em- 
barrassment. 

This day Pito and Angis and I dug 
together. Damundo came up to stand, 
looking down at Angie. We did not 
show we knew that he was there, but 
dug. putting the small clams into our 
опе basket. 

Damundo dropped a little boule of 
shining glass and gold into the sand 
before Angia's hands. She looked at it, 
bur did not look up. She then dug to 
опе side of the tittle boule. We dug. 
putting the clams into our one basket 

Damundo squatted, He took up the 
bottle and twisted out the stopper. 
‘There was a strong, sweet smell; the 
smell of some foreign Hower. Damundo 
held the little boule close w Ап. 

We mopped digging and sat back 
from our knees becuse something 
would now happen. Angia took the bot 
Че and put back the stopper. Then she 
gave it to Pito. 

Pito stood. Damundo stood. Pito of- 
fered him hack the little bote and 
Damundo struck it from his hand. He 
sid, “I, Damundo, gave that foreign 
perfume to Angia for a present, litte 
boy." 


"ыш 


Рио. “L only.” 
deep, but went en 
boys Pio's face was red with аше, 
but he stood looking Damundo hard 
the eyes. 

Damundo laughed and laughed at 
Pito, He laughed loud and others 
around us who were digging, looked. 
Soon, many stood. 

Danundo stopped laughing, his face 
маз now strong with anger. “So,” ht 
miid, "so you think to give the presents 
to Angia. Only you! Listen, little boy, 
Twill tell you something. Ang has 
come to the notice of а mant" 

“Lam that man,” said Pito, and his 
voice remained 

Pito's mother came hurrying and 
scolding as if she did not know of the 
growing trouble. She ordered us home. 
We had enough clams, It was late. Pito 
should go to hunt the cow. She took 
his arm and pulled, "Make haste, my 
айа 

Pito shook away her hand, looking 
straight at Damundo. 

Demundo stepped close to Pito and 
placed his hand on Angia’s shoulder. 
“So,” he said to Pito, "so you are that 
тап” 

And Pito was He spat into Damun- 
do's face. 

Then, as was the custom, a friend of 
Damundo's led him one way and 1. be 
ing Рио friend, led him another way. 
Angis stood where we had dug, locking 
down at the little boule shining in che 
sind. She put down her hand for it 

1 and some of my family were at the 
house of Pito. I began to sharpen his 
Knife, а thing at which 1 am good. 

ot much was said and the duel, 
which would begin next day at noon, 
vas not talked of, We had come to be 
with Pito and his people to show 
friendship. 

Then came Pito's father with three 
old uncles Fach, long ago. had been 
winner in a duel and it was hoped that 
Pio might learn a lale from diem, 
You sec, it is not right to ask a young 
man who has crashed down the cans 
how he did his winning. He may have 
to fight again and so does not want his 
method known, But with old men, they 
will not Bight again, "eg do not mind 
to talk of their winning. 

“When the door is shur, Pito,” said 
old Uncle Chaco, who is thin and 
trembles, “squat down quickly in your 
comer. Hold your knife point up. thus 
If Damundo rushes, the image in his 
mind will yee you standing. He will 
strike too high. Then you may rise into 
him,” 

Old Uncle Cantu, who is blind, said 
strongly. "No, Pin. you must leave an 
image of more deception. As the door 
closes, move the left foot. Damundo will 


think you are stepping out of your cor- 
ner. He will rush to the Ieft of it, but 
you will remain in your corner. You 
fan get him when he arrives” 

“Damundo will not rush,” said old 
Unde Juan who speaks thick because 
the right side of his mouth does not 

 "Dasmundo has never rushed. 
“But he will do something very 
soon," said old Uncle Chaco, "He is 
known for the short times of his win: 
nings. He will not lesen his reputation 
by delay. Not Damundo- 

“Then, if he does not rush" mil old 
Uncle Cantu, “he will come along the 
wall. He will count his steps by placing 
the heel and toc together, There are 
15 of such steps to each wall of the 
room, He will come quickly and wit 
‘out sound. When the count of his steps 
brings him to where he thinks you to 
be, Pito, he will strike.” 

“But because Pito moved his left 
foot,” said old Uncle Chaco, "Damundo 
will expect him to be a little out of his 
comer to the left. He will strike at that 
count. You, Pio, will hear nothing but 
you may feel the little fan of air stirred 
up by his empty blow. Strike in the 
direction of the ай, To the right of it, 
my boy" 

"Do not forget the snake; 
Unde Juan. "Damundo will not come 
by way of the comer where the snake 
wes put down.” 

“You may be sure of that. Pito,” said 
old Uncle Cantu. "If Damundo comes 
measuring steps along the wall, he will 
tome by way of the corner across from 
the snake. You will hen know the di 
rection of his approach to you.” 

"Never delude yourself, Pito,” said 
old Uncle Juan, “that you know what 
Damundo will do. It is good to leave 
an image of deception, but how can 
you know you have left it? The door 
might close зо quickly that the move- 
ment of your foot will not be seen by 
Damundo. My advice to you is to stay 
dose to the wall at all times. Then yo 
"will at Teast know where something is 
That will be a comfort." 

“What!” said old Uncle Chaco, trem 
bling greatly. “Stay close to the wall? 
Oh, not The snake will come along the 
wall. He will go ill the way around the 
room keeping dose to the wall, He 
seeks a hole through which he may 
escapes The make will meet you if you 
stay dose to the wall, Pito, Then he 
will mule and Damundo will know 
your posit 

"То see, any eye must have some 
light.” said old Unde Cantu. "The 
snake wil rattle, not because he sees 
you, Pito; but because he feels the heat 
from your naked body. This frightens 
him and the uembting of his tail sends 
forth the rattle. At any time you heat 

(continued омета) 


said old 


PLAYBOY 


16 


ROOM OF DERK (continued rom pege 1) 


the raitle you will know that either 
‘you or Daunaido is close to tin: snake" 

“This need not be so," said old Unde 
Juan. "Lie down, Pito, your feet against 
the wall and your body into the roam. 
You will know where you are, with 
your [eet against the wall, Now cover 
your feet, legs and all but the chest and 
arms with sand. When the snake comes 
along the wall he will crawl over you 
without rattling. The heat of your body 
will not come through the sand. And, 
should Damundo be close by, the snake 
will rattle at him.” 

"More can be done with sand,” suid 


Damundo moves by stepping, crawling 
or in any manner, he will disturb the 
grains of sand under his weight. These 
rains will pass on the disturbance to 
other rains and they to sill other 
grains so that the disturbance will come 
to the grains mounded over your ear. 
You will know that Damundo moves." 

“Bur not where he moves.” said old 


"With both can in the send," said 
old Uncle Juan, “you will not hear the 
rattle of the snake. His tail is in the air 
and does not disturb grains of sand. 
‘The rattle may bring you information 
of importance, Pio, Surely, de mot 
cover both ears with sand.” 


“It is important, Pito,” said old Uncle 
Chaco. “to keep account of the tunc. 
This may be dore by the sound of the 
village. cows asking to be milked ar 
sundown, dogs howling at moonrise, 
roosters calling at dawn. In this way. 
my winning was helped. After the sec 
ond calling of the cows T thought it 
reasonable to try to deceive my enceny 
by sounds of sleep. I came back along 
the wall a little way from my corner 
and, facing the corner, cupped my hand 
around my mouth and against the wall 
leaving a small opening to direct the 
sound. 1 made sounds of sleep, not 100 
often, mot too loud. The sounds 
echoed from the opposite wall of my 
comer. My enemy came to mab there, 
is knee brushed me, I had no confu 
sion in plating my knife.” 
“On the second day,” said old Uncle 
Juan, “my enemy began to talk to me 
whispers He snid that we were fools 
That the trouble between us was not of 
the importance to cost the life of either. 
He proposed that we go along the walls, 
find the door and crash down the cans 
together. I did not accept his proposal, 
neither did 1 altogether reject In tia 
way we came to the door and I bad my 
success 1 have often wondered if he 
made his proposal with honest intent." 


"Never believe." said old Unde 
Сашы, “lat the sirake must raule be 
fore he strikes. Always, iE you move, 
keep the body low, More heat will go 
to the snake and he will rattle the 


down the ew Never did I hear the 
snake rattle, but at the first calling of 
the roosters 1 began to bear the dying 
of my enemy. Alter some hours these 
sounds ceased. 1 came out of the Room 
of Dark because I no longer had an 
enemy.” 

The olf uncles thought for a time, 
thinking if more could be said. By naw 
1 had made Pito's knife very sharp with 
the stone and with the leather. 1 honed 
it upon my palm. I looked to see if 
Pito had received confidence from the 
wisdom of the uncles Т could not sec 
that he had. 

“IE the duel should co 
time of the bad air" sa 
Cantu, "sand tall and 


"You are young, Pito, and therefore 
supple,” sid old Unde Chaco, "sill, 
do not remain Jong without some small 
movement of the limbs ‘The knee joints 
give snaps of sound if allowed to be. 
tome set.” 

“IE it happens that you make some 
such sound,” said old Unde Juan, 
“move quickly from the place where 
you made i” 

"The boy is young.” said old Uncle 
Cantu. "Не lus not defiled hi body 
by smoke and drink and the number- 
less disipations of Damundo. Pito's 
senses arê alert and dear. In thi he 
bas great advantage.” 

Alter a long thinking old Uncle 
Chaco said, “Five times has this Da 
mundo won. Never with a wound, 
Never with more time than an hour" 

“Damundo,” said old Unde Cantu, 
“is a foolish and reckless man. Too 
much confidence. In addition, he has 
had much fuck. 

"To have had such luck,” said old 
Unde Juan, “seems beyond the рок 


not tuck, what dici 
old Uncle Cantu. 

“A method," said old Unde Juan. 
“Damundo has a method of perfection.” 

After this, the old uncles said noth- 
ing. not thinking of more to say. Old 
Uncle Juan went to sleep a little, 

Pito looked to me and we stood and 
walked away together. I gave him his 
knife and he whistled at its sharpness 
Indeed, 1 can sharpen a knife. 1 had 


twice xen the knife of Damundo, an 
‘evil foreign thing with a jeweled handle 
and a hooked blade. 1 told Pito 1 be- 
Heved that Damundo would not strike 
down with such а knife, but rip up 
wich the hook. Also, to cheer Fito — anid 
this was true —1 sald that his knife was 
longer than Damundos. By a fingers 
breadth at least. I was certain of 

Pito smiled a Mule. "Of one thing 
we may be sure, good friend of mine, 
you have made iny knife sharper than 
апу knife in the world, There can be 
mo doubt of it” 

We came to the tall tree by the vil 
lage well Many times I have climbed 
this wee with Pho. From the high 
branches one can see the tops of the 
distant mountains that ris fram the far 
edge of the sca. 

Tito," 1 suid, "do you truly feel your- 
sell to be a man?” 

He was angry "Dil 1 not show it 
upon the beach?" On the last word his 
voice changed into the voice of a young 
boy. Ashamed, Pito ran oft. 

By noon the committee had prepared 
the room, ‘The sun was bright and 
shone fully on the house and all who 
desired went in und clesed the door to 
inspect if the room was truly dark. Two 
sparks of sun were sven in the roof and 
а boy was sent with soft mud to the 
top of the house. Those inside tapped 
with a cane at the places where there 
was light and the boy stopped them 
with mud. 

All came out, saying that the room 
was now truly dark. A fellow had come 
with a rattlemake of good size in a 
sack. A member of the committee shook 
the sack roughly. The snake rattled 
well. 

Danıundo stood with two friends ar 
the north of the door. He was laughing 
and talking, not эо all must hear, but 
жо all could hear. He said that hc would 
be glad to go into the Room of Dark. 
Jt was cool there, away from the sun. 
He would take a nap, because he had 
drunk much the night before, Alter 
awakening, he would take a moment 
lor the business of the day, and then 
cash down the cans. Damundo had 
plans for the evening 

Pito and his friends stood to thi 
south of the door, л» was the custom, 
None of us talked one word. 

Angía came, beautiful in her best 
dress. Naturally, she had not been эссп. 
by anyone sine Pito had insulted Di 
mundo on the beach. She had remained 
in ber house, as was the custom, But 
оом, it was aka the custom that she 
aust come and look long at Pito and 
then go and lock long at Danitindo also. 

When she come to Pito she did not 
come very dese. She sinod looking ar 
him. And it was as though she had 

(continued on page 22) 
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ep 
pa in the pre 
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so. One compelling reas 
{or this dismal shortcoming 


into thinking that it is an. 
arcane and intricate sub. 


heard one such authority 
announce, with шиша 


токе. Dharatan said 
he, “you bruise the gin.") 
Nonsense. Experte can 
be fun, and it should be 
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By tbe time you 
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be as expert as need be. 
First things fest, then, to 
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GLASSWARE 


pores nr vasca me volumes have been written about the 
arts of producing and acquiring glasware. There isn't a 
rewon On earth, though, for you to read any of them— 
unless the subject happens 10 be your hobby. The lore of 
the drinking vessel is rich, too, and produces such quaint 
oddlities—genuine or apoctyphal—as these: 1) Your ancestors 
probably drank mead from the skulls of their enemies 
2) Roman nobles had their wine cups molded from the 
breasts of their most beautiful hetaerae, hence the shape of 
the modern wine glass. (И that one’s true, the Roman cups 
must have been bigger than vureor the Roman women 
must have been remarkably deficient in the pectoral re 
Bion) But you don't have to know these things, cither. 

АЙ you do need to know about glass is that fine glassware 
makes drinking that much more pleasurable, and that if 

confine yourself (ax you should) to handsome, lunc 

l. elegantly tre 
ne lor the modest sum af less thar $100, See the chart 
| let it be your guide. 

There was a time when all prewed glass was dowdy and 
lumpy, when only hand-blowa gluse was considered worthy 
ola gentleman's use, when delicacy and decoration were 
the criteria, when the hest glass was imported, when equip- 


ping yoursell with guod glassware could cost the price of 
a fixe car, Not so today. American glass—and imported, 
toomis lem expensive and better than it's ever been. What 
owl get from that $100 stipend we mentioned is not a 

miget beginners set," but ware worthy of you and your 
most honored guests, much of it Кат blown. Of course, 
when you get into the arca of аум, prices go forward 
like a kite. But a wellacashed glas of good design and 
structure can be a thing of beauty despite modest cost 
залуу recommended clutch of glasware should be pur 
chased from open sock so thar matching replacements or 
aulditions may always be had, 

А few tips amd we're through: wash all glasware care 
fully and separately in warm suds; rime extremely thor 
oughly; dry with a Vint free towel: never stack in stowing, 

k your passare on your shelves in [rontto huek 
with smaller ones in front of tall 
a) 


You'll notice that the only wine glasware shown here is 
for such pre mealtime sips as sherry, or such post gustation 
pusses as рон. Come March, we'll give you the story on 

toa, are subjects 


wine and other wineware—hut the 
susceptible 


sensible abbey iat 


DECANTERS, CONTAINERS, SHAKERS AND SUCH 
1 Soda King charges liquida with CO- cartridges, $15; 2 Copa ond waring bilers 
Bones, 49 soch; 3 Laminated cutting boord, magnet held) matching knila, $430, 
4 Och boby wine borral (wth ersem sherry or tawey por), personalized name plota, 
bout $13, 8 Chunky martini maker end steer, 38у 6 "Fira extinguir” көө, 
hokar, bram ond copper, $22.50; 7 Highpalith Britannic meto! meter picher, 
builtin «vainas, $27.50; ® rom pouting crodha, $18, ® "Milk bone” shokar, $2 
10 Chrome and kambeo ke uchet, $45, 11 Martini moker ond мити, $230, 
12 Teogpisce protenicoots cocktail shaker, gloss and chrome, $4: 13 Coporiout 
fem keeper in biam ond copper, $35, 14 Pichershoker, buin ke be, $11) y 
15 Grow ond ental podiechod daconter with labels and iphon tops thal mamsın іа 2; 
ene jigger, $100; 16, 16A Blendor ond edoplig ice cıurcher, MASS and $1695. 
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American whiskey and gin) 

Nett increase your las 
ноо, bg бөетийүшк within 
oe aid oy oblong nen 
vaticies of potables—a 
fh of each for a starter 
Deren 
жшн London act 
iret и Holland; at it 
lei би ana fm 
rese es 
Kiran: Fic. Тїш. om i 
Dai o pine ийла bU 
aa 
Кош we: fallen 


English, Holland. 
Cuban. 


bon — Kentucky 
bonded, Te 
sour mash, 
Scotch — light, heavy 


B0 proot, 100 


Liqueurs — Drambuie 
Cointreau, white crême 
de menthe 

Add to thes 

A Canadian whiskey 

An Trish whiskey 

6 splis of champagne 

(for champagne cocktails) 
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Roughly. another $80 will cover these 
additional purchases. 

(A good rule is to purchase a replace- 
ment for each bottle trom which а see 
ond drink or a second round has been 
poured; that way you keep ahead of the 
Eume painlessly and never run out) 

Now that you're really on your way, 
you may want to keep going, as occasion. 
and lettuce acquiring the best 
available with which to gratify discrimi 
mating palates and pay the ultimate 
compliment your mos honored 
guess. If sa, glom on to these (see the 
final grouping in the picture): 

30 yearoldl Scotch (about $35). 

lOycarold bourbon (about $13). 

100ycarold brandy (about $40). 

Special reserve rum (about $9). 

These additional liqueurs: aquavit. 

сапе de cacio, green Chartreuse, 
isch, kümmel, Grand Marnier. Plus 
anisette, benedictine, triple sec, and 

апу others that cake your fancy. 

vom here on out, you're on your own. 
Planning a party? Want to know how 
fur your bowled goods will go? Figure 
is way: using the standard jigger (146 
ounces) you'll get 17 servings per fifth, 
21 servings per quart. 

So much for spirits, You will, of course, 
want mixes and other makings. to wit: 
Litters, splits and pints of club soda 
(unless you're giving а party, quarts are 
apt to go Mur helore theyre wed up), 
«ola, ginger ale, 7-Up, tonic. For service 
before or alter reals you'll also want 
sherry, port, Dubonnet, beer, ale, stout, 


screwdriver juice and bloody mary juice. 
Ard. of mune, the groceries: olives, 
cherries, pearl onions, oranges, lemons, 
lime. 

Four suggestions and that does it; 

1) Learn to make these six drinks, the 
most popular nationally: manhattan, old 
fashioned, daiquiri, screwdriver, whiskey 
sour, bloody mary. (You already know 
how to make a martini and liquoron- 

eracks} And play them cool: pre- 
chill glasware and remember-the more 
ice, the slower the dilution. 

$) Don't pretend to an expertise you 
don't have: you'll be more endearing 
and your drinks will taste better il you 
look up the making of a drink you don't 
know how хо assemble. Part of your 
basic bar equipment should be э book; 
we recommend Duffy's The Official Mix 
ers Manual, 

3) Equip your-bar with ample tools, 
functional and attractive gear and gad 
gets like that shown on these pages, 
which lend style and ease to your bar 
manship. 

4) Ponder these words of H. L. Menck- 
en: "АП of фе great villainies of his- 
tory have been perpetrated by sober 
saen, and chielly by teetotalers. But all 
of the charming and beautiful things, 
Irom ‘The Song of Songs - - . 10 the 
martini cocktail have been given to 
Fumanity by men who, when the hour 
came, turned from well water t some 
thing with color to й, and mote in it 
than mere oxygen and hydrogen.” 

And be guided accordingly. 


ROOM OF DARK. conme pom pase 10) 


put something in her face for him to 
Understand. There was something there 
опе knew. T did not. She did 
. Then she went to Damundo. 

Her back was toward us and her face 
could not be seen as she looked at him. 
Damundo suddenly smiled big and put 
‘both his hands on her shoulders, And 
she put both her hands on his heal. 
Then she turned and went back to her 
bouse. 

Damundo called, "Tonight, little onet 
Do not change your clothes; T like that 
dis 

We, with Pito, were most sick to the 
heart. We could pot believe what we 
had seer. On Pitos face was a very 
strange look. A look of anger, of nat 
believing, of thinking. 

For with us, when the man puts his 
hands on the girl's shoulders and she 
smooths her hands on his head, it is a 
greeting of lovers, It means, "I ain glad 
you are here" It cen abo mean fare 
well, as when lovers part for a time. 

For her to make such a grceting with 
Pito was expected by all. It was because 
of his love for her that he was now to 


fight Damundo. But she had stood back 
from Pito, then gone to Damundo and 
made the greeting with him. Unthink 

thing is a woman! It was 
bitter to believe what must be believed. 
Angia, like all of us, thought that Pito 
would be killed soon. So now, she chose 
Damunde because it would be he who 
would come out of the Room of Dark, 
But what cruelty to let Pito secl Now 
һе тая go in with no hope of her, по 
strength of love to fight with. Pito 
‘would be killed for, nothing. 

Damundo, waving and kissing his 
hand, went into the room with the cora 
mittee, Then they came out and put 
his clothes to the north of the door. 

Pito went in, with one smile for his 
smother and for us. The connmittee came 
‘out and put his clothes to the south of 
the door. 

One man, the head of the coramittee, 
now went inside with the snake. Soon 
he caine out and tossed the empty sack 
aside. He put his hand on the door and 
called in, "Farewell to one of you” He 
shut the door, 

All waited for the half of one minute: 


Nothing happened. Then began the 
piling of the empty cans agains the 
door. But before the cans were halfway, 
а scream came from die Room of Dark, 
It was the voice of Pito. 

1 went away and came to the tree 
Pito and 1 hed climbed so many times. 
1 looked into the high branches and T 
swore to the tree that I would kill Da- 
mundo, I could kill him when he sept 
Y could Kill him when he lay drunk, I 
could kill him on a dark path at night. 
Oh, I would find a way to kill him. And 
soon. And 1 also swore that the day I 
had а son, that day my son would be 
called Pito. 

After a time Û went back, Damundo 
had not come out. No one had come 
out. There had been no more sounds. 
The cans were now piled fully over the 
top of the door. 

People talked of Pito's scream. Some 
said that it was a scream of pain, Others 
were not sure of this. Another boy and 
1 thought tht Pito had given more of 
a yell. A ау of angry hate. Ош talk 
decided nothing, 

Many people beside Pito's family 
stayed all night before the door. Angia 
watched too, but apart from everyone 
and по one spoke to her or took notice 
off her presence. 

When morning came, E went with my 
nother по our house, she to get us some- 
thing to cat, 1 to put our cow into the 
eld 

‘Our house is a little distance from the 
village, but as Т was fastening the wire 
of the gate 1 heard the crashing down 
of the cans. 

1 ran with all iy poner, but when I 
got to the Room of Dark, Pito was ak 
ready dressed and the committee was 
‘examining the method of Damundo. 

‘The handle of his knife was hollow 
and the jeweled plate at the butt un 
screwed. It was in the handle that Da- 
mendo Kept a light of electricity. The 

ihi was no bigger than a thumb but, 
in the Room of Dark, strong and blind- 
ing, There is no trouble to kill a man 
if you are behind such a light 

The flashing on of the light had 
cased Pito 10 scream aut in anger. 
‘Then he had reached down quickly and 
thrown a handful of sand at the light, 
The sand went into Damundo's eyes 
He turned off the light because, being 
now blinded, the light was of danger 
to hira. 

Also it was believed that he dropped 
the fight, Le was found in another part 
ol the room from where Pito and Da 
mundo at last met. 

Of the meeting, Pito had not much 
to гау. The snake had rattled for bim, 
as he thought. He had not moved. The 
snake went away, rot rattling hard. 
Then suddenly it had rattled loud 

¡concluded on page бб) 


JUST LIKE THE GIRL.. 


‚Fiction By JAMES JONES 


"Now LISTEN CAREFULLY," John's mother 
said, and her voice was rushed and 
breathless, 

She took him by his left arm, and 
her skin-aky hand — which, as she said, 
was “rued” [rom washing dish 
went clear around the thinness of his 
arm. She pulled him close to her and 
talked imo his car as if they were 


mot alone in the house. 

“Hell be home in a 
said to him, her eyes bri 
us. after six now 
stays at the office later 
been somenheres drin 
by bis voice over the 


belly tight as a, dium with ber ар 
John said. Пе was 
ae intensity of her voice, and 
she was gripping his arm so hard he 


Jobu thought, they're talking a 


. that married dear old dad 


could hardly keep Irom wincing. 
"Here is what 1 want you to do for 


me, John. T vant you to do this for 
your mother wha loves you, When he 
brings the proc 


Lecame she was 
But what for?” 
"Be wl Liten to me 1 asked him 
(continued on page 34) 


king his arm hard. 


fiction By FREDERICK WIETING  wicsnamo sv sen оаа 


it was a minor post with a minor station, 
but the sensuous sharman made it all worth while 


THE BEST JOB IN TELEVISION 


1 wisi т could tell you about her, her beauty and her bitchiness. The way she could 
make you feel like a god, and then laugh to herself at your clay feet. Like that first 
night she and her husband, Jocy, asked me out for drinks. Joey was mixing them in 
the kitchen, and Sharman, in her low-necked gown, asked me for a cigarette, 

“Oh, don't get up . . . please,” she said, and bent over me, her hands on the arms of 
my chair. She waited for me to light a cigarette for her and place it between her lips. 
Then she laughed softly and blew a short breath of smoke in my face. 

“That's for looking,” she whispered, and ran her finger down the front of my shirt 
to the fourth button. 

Being conventional about other men's wives had never been any problem for 
me, but anyone with male in him could have only one idea about Sharman. You 
couldn’t help it. It was all over her, from her blonde hair all the way down. Her 
legs were nylon ads. And the way she crossed them made you twist. T was hop- 
ing she was going to send Joey out to mail a letter or something, but she didn't 
And when Joey came in with the drinks, she turned wifely. She even crossed her legs 
differently. 

Joey handed us each a glass and offered а toast to me and my future with TV sta- 
tion WWXY. Joey was WWXY's chief announcer. The title may not sound like 
much, but every other announcer was after the job because it meant first crack at the 
commercials. They were the money, and Joey got them, and the rest of us got what 
he was too busy to handle. It didn’t bother me. I was willing to wait it out and see, 

“Old man Holiday really likes our boy, Martin,” Joey was telling Sharman and nod- 
ding at me. “Says he sees great things for him . . ." 

Jocy's voice was warm and chuckling. He always talked as if he were selling soap, 
and, at the moment, he was talking about me as if I came in the big economy size, 

. . . yes, Marty, boy, that's the pitch. In Holiday's book, you're better than Tom- 
kinson, the lad whose job you got. And Sharman will tell you the old man had some 
plums lined up for ol’ Tomkinson. I wouldn't be surprised if you latched onto them.” 

I knew Mr. Holiday liked me. After my audition for the job, he took me out to 
lunch and told me I would make out all right. The luncheon with Mr. Holiday im- 


“Do I really puzzle you that much?” she said. 
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pressed the other boy, so I knew it 
meant something, 

"Odd thing about ol Tomkinson, 
uwus.” Joey was chortling. "No ome 
knows the pitch on why he left. Just 
diclu't show one day. Scrammed out. Got 
last." Joey shook his head. "He's the 
second lad who's pulled that in a year,” 
Jocy cacklcd and slapped his knee. "An. 
ouncery are a screwy bunch. A buddy 
of mine, only 23, 24, and he's been 

kedl up with а dosen stations al- 
ready. 

"Darin 
с. Especially about business” She 
patted his wrist. “I'm sure that you and 
Martin ам hing in common be 
sides television. Joey lives his job, Mar 
tin..." She was smiling at him, 

Joey cowed behind his handi "OK 
ok.” 

Sharman suggested a game of darts 
the playroom, and Joey was a bull'seye 
man with darts. We wound up the eve 
ning сий to Јосуз collection of 
early jazz records, with Joey blackboard. 
ing he finer pasangen for ux She showed 

n off like that all night. 

Sharman called me the next weekend 
Jory did a lot of sports work, the com: 
imercials and color, baseball, football, 
whatever was in season. It was fall, and 
Joey was following the Ivy League 
round. Sharman phoned that Joey was 
in Moston setting up the Harvard 
Dartmouth game, and would F like to 
take her to dinner. £ let myself ask her 
where to meet her. 

‘She picked me up in her car on ul 
comer she had suggested, and in 
minutes, we were out of town. We rode 
along the shore drive, and the radio was 
playing one of Jackie Glesson’s albums, 
and there was the pull of her perfume, 
and it wasn't hard at all to imagine that 
there wasn’t any Jocy. just the two of ux. 
Sharmin and me, in a brand-new linie 
goto ell world, We stopped off at one 
of those summer places that stay open 
late in the season, t маз built on a 
mek, overlooking the ocean, and we bad 
ic ill to ourselves A man and his wife 
ran it, and they seemed pleased that we 
had dropped by, The way Sharm 
looking at me, E think they thought we 
were honeymooners We ordered steaks, 
and the man brought us our cocktails 
and told us about the veranda. He suid 
we might like to watch the ocean from 
it Wonderful view of the ocean, he suid 
He said he'd call us when the steaks 
were ready. He opened the door for us, 
and we stepped out. They lud taken iui 
the tables far the winter, and there was 
just the weather-beaten floor and railing 
and a sharp wind. It gave you the 
Keling of standing on the bridge of a 
ship, the way the whole ocean lay before 
you. И you looked stright out. you 
couldn't see land at all. И you looked 
down, you saw dhe spray hitting against 


the rock, and the gulls gliding and dip- 
jing, hovering. and sandpipers skim 
fig sce th sand, skirting dhe black 

cies of washed shore seaweed. Shar 
man's cheeks were reddening in the 
wind, and her eyes were beginning to 
water. There's something tender to me 
about a girl's eyes wauring, aud I wor 
dered what she was thinking about. May 
be Jocy. Maybe me. Maybe trying to tind 
the quirk that bad led her here, now, 
with me. Thats what I was th 
nothing figured. 
пе ihe odds,” 
Jocy is someplace like this with a doll 
‘wha works for some account executive?” 

“They're high, I think” 

“Car 

"Of course. No wile wants to 
there's another female more attractive 
to her hushand than sbe.” 

"Other than that, what's Joey to your" 

“A good 

"Because he buys you what yo 

“Because he gives me what 


wan 
wam.” 


She paused. "There's a difference, you 
know.” 

“The certificate with the doves on it 
that says wor” 


The way she smiled made me feel she 
suddenly thought of me as 10 years 
younger, “Do 1 really ршде you that 
much?" she said. 

“Ever since that fast night,” T said. 

71 wanted you to call me," she said 
simply. 

“és hard to believe that Im зо inte 
жийде” 

“W's just that you were so proper that 
fst wight, So... polite. Not a look 
from you. Not even when 1 crosed my 
legs so prettily for you. I wanted (o 
see if you'd will he proper 
thought I'd rather have you 
ent?” She ket her eyes run up and down 

anil strolled a Couple of steps away 
and looked out over the water. 

We went 1 dropped two quart 
ets imo the jukebox, and we romped 
through a couple of rhumbas with ad 
lih» in them that Joey wouldn't have 
liked. We had the steaks, and afterward, 
а cordial Then we kfu 

On the ride back, she sat as close аз 
if there were three of us in the front 
seat. The headlights of the car brought. 
ош the white lines around the curves 
їп the road and J followed them. and 1 
passed сат, and 1 slowed down at imer- 
sections, but 1 wasn't conscious of uny 
of it. 1 wasu’t thinking of anything but 
Sharman, and the way the length of her 
eg was touching mine, and bow when 
we swerved, it would go away for à mo 
ment, and how 1 would wait for her to 
move it back. And 1 thought about what 
she hat told ne, and it didn't make much 
sense. Her risking the good lile. as she 
called it, that Joey gave der Ten а 
haystack tussle with me. Aut then we 
ame to 2 break in the curbing where we 


could pull in on the beach, and T cut 
in and stopped. 1 pushed the button on 
the dash and we watched ше top fold 
back, and she lay her head back against 
the seat, and I kissed her. It was a 
frst Kis, and fresh, and I felt her 
fingers working an the back of my neck 
and the movement of her mouth зайн 
mine, 

“Lts cold, darling.” she sid softly, 
"but you can come back for à nightcap 
if you want ta.” 

She gave me her key, and L turned it 
im the Jock, The hallway was dark, but 
she stepped surely inside, and she wis 
waiting for me when 1 closed the door, 
1 beld her by the arms, not clave yet, 
and tried to find he Mer fingers 
were working at the buttons of her coat 
She opened it, and 1 lelt her arm pul 
fing me into ber, and she lifted her 
head, and I pat my mouth against hers 
Jt was good to stand like that, no leash, 
knowing it was going to be whenever we 
wanted it co be. 

“Drink?” She nodded w а decanter of 
Scotch on the coffee table; 

“Yd like ont. You?“ 

1 poured ou inch into cach glass 
"Ice? Soda?” 

Лез all right this way.” 

She took her glass, and we sat there, 
and she smiled and sipped her Scotch, 
1 drank wine and splashed another inch 
into my glas. She reached for my hand, 
Then she kissed me, and 1 unbuttoned 


her sweater slowly and touched her. 

"lave a cigareue with your drink 
darling, Marun darling id solt 
ly, “then come and find me.” And she 


ran up the stairs. 

1 began to live for the weekends with 
Sharmin. Our second we spent in Mth 
tic City, the third in New York, and the 
fourth in the Pocono Mountains, We had 
only four Tt was after the fourth, the 
Monday night after, that she came to my 
apartment It was raining, and when | 
Jet her im, she was soaked. She had 
thrown a raincoat over something nylon 
and hadn't bothered to button it, She 
was wearing a pair of pink mules with 
the fur wet and matted. She was crying 
and trying to brush her wet bair Irom 


knows about us, He kuas!” 
з holding tightly to the Tape 
ot my pajamas 

He says he was in the Poconos last 
Saturday nigh: too. He saw us together 
He checked with the desk clerk and he 
knows we were registered together. He 
mid if his wile hadarı been with him, 
hedl have reported us then and ther 

© was shivering. "Joey doesn't know 
yet. Holiday says pends on us 
whether he tells him. 

“Christ! Where's Joey now?” 

“With Holiday. At his home. Holiday 

(concluded on page 69) 


the wit with the whiskers falls in love 
with the world’s most romantic cily 


cd and shetched well, and no wonder, for Paris (which 
a mene than one man has called the place 
good Americans go to when they die) 
is city steeped in ones, richly 
redolent of ron 
ol taste have been able to resist — not 
) стоп sour Nieusche who said, "As an 
But, to twist an old ballad has no home in Europe 
п earth does he love more 
Paris, As an artist. Shel Silverstein had a 
it inspired Toulouse if the Labor of 


m and Dumas, Juge a pleas 
bath pêre and fts Nostra. ureful portfolio ol restful, winsome, 
alarmas and Now Baudelaire and finely fanny impressi car 


Brigite Bardot, е amd Ferman old city 
del this city inspired Silverstein as swept him 
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"Well, that depends, monsieur...If you face east, this is the left bank 
-.If you face west, that is the left bank...If you face south..." 


PLAYBOY 


"Fellows, meet Shel Silverstein from Chicago. 
Shel, sheke hands with Eddie Bell from Los 
Angeles, Charley Petersen from Boston, Steve 
Zimmerman from St. Louis end Jim Albright from 


"A bottle of absinthe...a EC 
checkered tablecloth. . a 
candle in a wine bottle..." 


Shel takes part in a spirited converso- 
tion with two French wine merchants, 


"Ten copies of ‘Tropic of Cancer,’ twelve copies 
of "Tropic of Capricorn,’ seven copies..." 


29 


ao0zivie 


m УА 
"Tomorrow I'll take you to the bohemian quarter...” 


M _ 


"Listen to this:  'Good-bye 
Paris, old friend, old com- 
rade, old drinking companion, 
with your flaky green trees 
and your warm, playful sun and 
your friendly ореп-ага cafés, 
with your busy Seine and buzz- 
ing streets and bustling shops 
and children's laughter and 
lovers... lovers . . . lovers 
You'll not miss me, Paris, 
though you were £ good friend. 
The publishers doubted me, 
Paris, and the landlords and 
shopkeepers rejected me...and 
Arlette. . Arlette... Arlette 
deserted me. But you remained 
loyal...you were a good friend, 
Paris. .adieu...mon ami...adieu 
...' Man, that's what I call 
writing!" 


VEr...darling, je vous aime 
beaucoup. ..je ne sais pas what 
to do. .. morning, noon and 
nighttime, too... toujours won- 
dering what to do...er... 
chérie..." 


Assuming the fomows het, cone and stature (by kneeling on his shoes) of 
nother artist inspired by Paris, Shel makes striking Toulouse-Lautrec. 


<)> 


"You let Gene Kelly dance in the street... 
you let Fred Astaire dance in the street... 


you let Audrey Hepburn dance in the 


street. 


„you let. 


a 
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"Look at this place, Paul—no heat, no electricity. CN 

crawling with bugs, no icebox, no ventilation, no (Vr 

Bathtubs no toilet, nothing to eat but а few scraps T S 

of bread and cheap wine. Frankly, I don't seo how | | NÉ 

you manage to stay alive, Paul...Paui?...Paul?..." N M DA 
= e 


E 
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"What is this thing called 
an Anerican kiss?" 


Silverstein mokes friends easily. 
Here o longiremed Parisienne kib- 
itzes os he sketches in street café. 


SD | {У 
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"— Your American women they think cf sex as something dirty — some— 
thing to be ashamed of they hide their desires — they frustrate their 
instincts — they deny thet they are human, We French we realize that 
sex is good and clean and natural and beautiful -— we follow our instincts 
When I feel like going to bed with a man, I go to bed with hin!" 

"Mel 


how about iif?" 


"I don't feel like it 


PLAYBOY 


JUST LIKE THE GIRL 


please nat to go back downtown in his 
condition, I asked him to may home. 1 
only just hope the operator was lister- 
ing. Mrs, Haddock says they always do. 
God knows Ive lived with it long 
enough and tried to hide it and hold 
‘our heads ир,” she said. “And he just 
lawghed at me. Like he always does. 
But Гуе always done my duty, in the 
eyes of God and society. I've done all 1 
could be expected to do: 

John was nodding his hend. His arm 
hurt and his mother was still shaking 
him; he was wondering how, if Бе was 
to go in the car, they would be able to 
до to the Sugar Bowl and the show 
“This was Saturday amd Saturday night 
his wother always took him and Jean 
mette to the Sugar Bowl and they ate 
coney islands or barbecues and they 
had a malted and then they went to 
the show. And the malieds at the 
Sugar Bowl were thick, boy. It wa 
their Saturday treat and he hated to 
miss it, even if his mother always did 
make them sit with her at the show 
instead of down front with the other 
kids and she stopped outside the show 
to talk to the other ladies and always 
made them stand. right beside her be 
cause, as she told the ladies, John was 
grown up and taking his father’s place 
like а little man. But then that was 
what you had to do if you wanted to go- 

"Aren't we going to tke show tonight, 
Mother?" he said. 

“Мо we're пос going co the show to- 
might, Mother. Aren't you listening to 
me? 1 want you to go in the car with 
your father, 1 want you to get in the 
bark seat and keep out of sight. Get 
down on the floor and stay hid. You 
watch where he goes and when he 
comes home you tell me every place 
he went. E want you to do this for me.” 

“Y don't care about the show, Moth 
John said. 
‘Maybe well jg 


tomorrow. 1С you 
love your mother like you say you'll 
do this for her, You'll hide in the back 
fof the car and find out who it is your 

her meets, and find out what her 
name is if you cam, and then when 1 
io away ГИ take you with me and 
WEIL до away for ever” 

Will Jeannette go too, Mother?” 
s Well take Jeannette with us 
ihe said to him and there were 

her bright eyes. “He isn't ht to 
have children. Mim with chose great 
Dig an i as a bull He hurts 
everything be touches, he'd kill any 
woran. Well go far away where he 
can newer find us, with his big talk 
of education and making fun of my 
Science and Mrs Eddy, making every- 
body think he's so intelligent and sad- 


(continued [rem page 23) 


dled with a dumb wite.” 

“You're not dumb, Mother." John 
said, “You're smart. You're my mother.” 
He blinked tears from his own eyes, 
he {ей very sorry for his mother. A 
diworce, he thought, we're going to get 
а divorce. 
given my whole life w you 
children.” His mother Jet go of his arm 
and he was glad of that Tt was a lite 
dle numb, but he didn't rub it became 
his mother put her hands on his shou 
ders. “You're all I have left now. You 
and Jeannette. Since your brother Tom 
grew up and lelt vac. Everybody said 
T was the most beautiful woman in this 
country and be was lucky to get me. 
Now he's cast me aside, for any hot. 
acd bitch that walks the streets.” 

‚John nodded, memorizing the phrase. 
Te learned lots of good sucarmords the 
other kids never beard. listening to his 
mother and dad when they were mad. 
although he never said them around 
her, except when he forgot, because 
she always washed his mouth out with 
soup, holding kim by the back of the 
neck, and tuming the washrag around 
wrapped over her fingers and rubbing 
it hard over his tongue and the roof 
of his mouth, whenever she heard hum 
swear, 

‘Someday women will be free,” his 
mother mid She knelt down on the 
floor beside him and put her arms 
around him. “Your mother loves you, 
Johnny, even if she is the ugliest old 
hag in town.” 

“You're not ugly, Mother.” John 
sad. "You're beautiful and you're my 
mother!” He patted the cook-sweating 
Lroadness of his mother’s back. lt was 
almost like the game where someone 
asks the question and you have to give 
the right answer or pay a forfeit, except 
he always got so scared it wasn't any 
fun. 

ЛЕ you really love your mother, 
you'll stand by her.” 

Sure 1 will, Mother.” John said. "Г! 
do anything for you. Someday, Mother, 
II make a million dollars and TU give 

all to you“ 

No.” his mother said. "No, you 
won't. Someday you'll do just like your 
brother did. You'll grow up and forget 
all your mother ever did for you. You! 
remember the money your father gives 
you and 1 don't have to give you and 
you'll turn on your ugly mother just 
like your brother did and go over to 
your father.” 

о 1 won't either,” John protested, 
feeling guilty. He knew his mother 
didn't have the money to give him quar: 
ters and half dollars like his father did. 
He knew bow hard up they were be 


cause his father threw so much money 
away on beer and whiskey, and then 
tried to buy bis son's affection with 
quarters and half dollars, Every time he 
sneaked up in the garage loft to play 
wich his secret collection of extra sol- 
dicts and guns he felt guilty. 

Til always stand by you, Mother," 
he said. “1 won't be like Tom. Honest 
1 won't, I'm not like Tom.” 

“Will you prove it to me? Will you 
nd out who your father goes out with 
tonight” 

“Sure 1 will, Mother. Di 
would?” 

His mother stood up. “АП right. You 
wait out on the front porch where he 
wan't see you. When he brings the 
groceries in you run out and get im. 
Pat he careful: He hought groceries 
for over Sunday and heil probably have 
to make tun trips to the car.” 

“АЙ right, Mother," John said. “ 
can trust me, Mother’ 

His mother was on her way back to 
the kitchen. “Don't Jet him see you out 
оп the porch” 

“OK, Mother,” John said. 

He went out the front door nnd sit 
down in the porch swing to wait for 

father to come home, ‘The moon 
was full, and it reminded him of the 
quarters and half dollars his father tried, 
to buy his affection with every now and 
then. Te was se bright it made shadows 
under the trots just Нус daytime. Tt 
made everything hazy like а lace cur 
tain. He sat and swung the swing and 
listened to the chain creak and rubbed 
bis arm where it still hurt and watched 
the lace curtain of moonlight. 

TII fool him, he thought. 1 won't let 
him buy me away fom mother with 
quarters and half dollars like he did 
Tom. ГИ take the quarters and hall 
dollars, but I won't Iet him kid me, Te 
made bim feel a lie beter, a little 
les guilty, but still he knew, guilt 
that he shouldn't cake them, m 
them. 

‘Once his father had given him a 
dollar right in finnt ol bis mother. 
Jt was the time she hit bàn with 
the kitchen fork when she was frying 
chicken. Hc was standing by the stove 
bothering her with questions and mak 
ing a mubance of himself, and it was 
a hot day long, long years ago, and she 
just got mad and hit him with the 
fork. The fork cut his forehead and 
broke his glascy and the blood ran 
down into his eyes Te did not hurt 
much but the blood in his eyes sared 
him because he couldn't see and thought 
maybe he was going to dic. His mother 
threw the fork down on the floor and 
started crying end that scared him worse 
Because rhen he was sue he was going 
to die and he did not want to die yet, 

(continued on page 42) 
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At eighteen, Elizabeth Ann makes a 
refreshingly fresh college freshman. 


SCHOOLMATE 
PLAYMATE 


miss january is a 


bouncy teenager 


FADING AND WRITING AND "пне. 
are the subjects that occupy but- 
tombright Elizabcil: Aun Roberts 
student in her teens—even though most 
other girls her age are occupied with 
different subjects, such as Boys and Boys 
d Boys. Her mother, with whom she 
lives, feels she is too young to "get 
serious” about the male animal, you 
ace, so little Liz has never had a real 

date, date, Honest, 
d. she buckles down wo the 
ned исе Rs and spends 


mother (over the holidays, she and mom 
look a wip to Bermuda, where Flizo 
beth picked up a tasty tan). 


minded and charming lady who accom. 
panied Lis to d mov offices und 
fully approved of her teenage daughter 
becoming the first Playmate of 1458, 


PLAYMATE PHOTOCRATH BV ARTHUR- JAMES 


OTEA PHOTOGRAPHY BY MIKE SKA 


MISS JANUARY PLAYBOY'S PLAYMATE OF THE MONTH 


Above, ofter classes, Liz waits for the school bus with her 
classmates; below, her evenings are occupied with homework. 


PLAYBOY’S PARTY JOKES 


The dean of women at a large midwest 
erm university recently began a speech 
to the student body with these memor- 
able words: “The president of the uni- 
versity and I have decided 10 stop pet 
ting on campus." 


Dear Dad,” read the young soldiers 
бм letter home. "I cannot ill you 
where 1 am, but yesterday 1 shot а 
polar bear..." 

Several months Jater came another 
Jester, "Dear Dad, I still cannot tell you 
where 1 am, but yesterday 1 danced with 
а hula girl...” 

Two weeks larer came yet another 
note, "Dear Dad, I still cannot tell you 
where | am, but yesterday the doctor 
told me 1 should have danced with the 
polar bear and shot the hula girl . 


In Hollywood, when a movie star tells 
child a bedtime story, it usually goes 
like this: "Once upon a time, there was 
Mama Bear, a Papa Rear and а Baby 
Bear by a previous mariage . - 7 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines 
chafing dish ns n girl who has been stood 
up on a date. 


Te was Tracy's first crossing, and he was 

assigned 10 a table with a suave Frenc 

man. he st night oot the Fren 
lightly, and sail, 


The following mo 
then at lunch and again at dinner, the. 


his politeness wearing a little thin. ^ 
beginning to annoy me,” he told a com 
panion in the lounge. “Same thing over 


and over: he tells me bis name, Bon 
Appetit, V vel him mine, and we do it 
all over again at the next meal.” 
companion, я bit more worldly 
than Tracy, laughed. "He's not inuv- 
dicing himself. "Hon appétit is French 
for ‘good appetite? He's hoping that you 
enjoy your meal” 

тасу felt pretty silly. The rext morn- 
when he appeared at breakfast, the 
renchman was already seated. Tracy 
bowed and said, "Hon appétit Where 
upon the Frenchman jumped up, bowed 
and answered, "Tracy." 


A yachusman we know told us that he 
bought his bountiful girl a bikini and 
anticipates seeing her beara with delight. 


Geo," exclaimed the breathless coed, 
tating ha rei erem a 
Shout law night's big panty raid, "This 
ышын from the (одай team got me 
comeral, so 1 had to fork over ту, pan- 
ties. Whit ehe could 1 do? Later the 
miss went om, “1 gave him the slip.” 


For every girl who has the curves, there 
are a dozen men who have the angles. 


The abundantly endowed! майн had 
just stepped out of the batbat in ber 
rote sate and was about to reach for a 
towel when she caught sight of a win- 
dow washer taking in all of ber charms, 
"The starlet, too stunned 10 move, stood 
staring at the man, 

“Whatcha lookin’ at, lady?" he finally 
asked. “Айша never seen a window 
washer before? 


А pink elephant, a green kangaroo and 

two, yellow snakes strolled up to the bar. 
"You're a little early, boys" said the 

bastender, “he ain't here yet.” 


Heurd any good ones letely? Send your 
favorites to Рену Jokes Editor, лутт, 
252 E. Ohio Se, Chicago 1i, Ш, and 
тат an easy five dollars Jor each joke 
used, Im case of duplicates, preyment goes 
ko fast received. Jokes cannot be returned. 


Fm Miss Magie Lift of 1958!" 


Guess what, Mom. 
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JUST LIKE THE GIRL (continued from page 34) 


when he was stil just such a little boy. 
She phoned the doctor and his father, 
and she kepı wringing her hands and 
crying "O what have Т done! My 
little boy! My darling son!" and he had 
felt very sorry for her and put his arms 
around her and told her it was all right 
and it didn't hurt much and for her not 
to worry, he did not really mind dying 
when he was still such a little boy, but 
it only made her сту worse. He knew 
she did not really mean to do it because 
she cried зо much and she sacrificed 
everything for him and Jeannette and 
loved them better than anything in the 
world. So when the doctor anè his 
father came, he and his mother told 
then е Fell down und cut his forehead 
on the edge of the table. His father 
gawe him а half dollar right in front of 
his mother and squatted down and put 
his arm around him. If he had been 
cut over both eyes he bet his father 
would have given him a whole dollar. 
Other kids‘ fathers didn't give them 
whole dollars when they got cut over 
both eyes, and his father really looked 
tough when he got mad. He bet there 
wasn't anybody would tackle his father 
when he got mad, even if he was a 
drunkard and ran around with hot 
ased bitches and had those great big 
arms and belly and strong as а bull 
and would kill any woman. Sitting in 
the swing he wondered what the bor 
assed bitch looked like Ile hoped he 
would get to see them doing it. 
Suddenly in his mind he saw his father 
sitting at the kitchen table, all alone, 
holding the diworce, drinking a bottle 
of beer, playing with a pile of quarters 
and half dollars that he did not have 
anybody to give them to, thar was the 
way it would be when they were gone. 
He blinked tears from his eyes, he felt 
very sorry for his father. A diworce, he 
thought, we're going to get a diworee. 
When his father drove in the drive- 
way he got down оп his hands and 
Knees behind the brick railing and 
watched through the fourcomered hole 
like a diamond while his father opened 
the back door of the big square Stude- 
baker and took two huge paper sacks of 
groceries in his big anns and carried 
them to the hack door, Looking through 
the tees into the clearing Hawkeye 
leveled his cap-nchallong.rifie and let 
the big Indian have it, right in the 
chest, and the two big paper sacks 
of dynamite tumbled unhurt to the 
ground, Hawkeye had fired between 
them carefully because the dynamite 
was needed 10 blow the Indian village 
up the river. He aimed over his finger 
and fired; and lis father walked on 10 
the house. 
Then he waited, just as his mother 


dad told him, grinning at how he was 
Outsmarting his father. Alter the sec 
ond trip he ran lightly out into the 
yard, carrying his rifle at trail and load- 
ing her as he ran, the Indians called 
him "rhe Man Whose Gun Was Always 
Loaded, opened the back door of the 
car and hit the dirt. 1t was dusty on the 
floor and the dust got in his nose and 
choked him up but he did not mind 
because he had made it across the clear- 
ing unseen and had slipped imo the 
enemy general's limousine. 

He heard them talking loud in the 
Kitchen and gucmed they were having 
another hig argument. His father came 
out and slammed the door and got in 
the cur and be lay, laughing t himself, 
very excited. 

His father drove down toward town 
and every comer John concentrated 
hard on which way they tumed and 
tried to see the comer in his mind. 
There was a place on the road through 
the forest the enemy general's truck 
was following that it was of the greatest 
importance he jump out the back of the 
truck unseen, Some спешу soldiers were 
holding Priscilla Jenkins captive and 
going to torture her with red hot irons. 
In his mind he saw Priscilla, a great 
lady now. standing tied to a tree, her 
clothes torn clear off of her aud the 
enemy soldiers stepping up to put a 
red-hot iron against her thing—just as 
he leaped into the circle of firelight 
wearing his fringed buckskins of a scout 
and the two enemy soldiers were deaders 
and Priscilla was very happy to be 
‘saved from a fate worse than death and 
they did it there in the Rrelighr with 
the two deaders staring open<yed at 
the shy. 

When his father stopped the car it 
was the spot, and it was of the greatest 
importance that he know where it was, 
And he picked Mecker's Restaurant. He 
waited till his father got out and was 
gone and then peeked over the bottom 
of the window. Instead of Meeker’s Res 
taurant they were in front of the old 
American Legion. It was very bad, be- 
cause Priscilla was a deader unless he 
could figure something ош. 

He lay there on the floor a long 
time, wishing his father would hurry 
up and come back with the hotassed 
bitch vo he could see them do it, he had 
never seen anybody do it, but he was 
tired of laying on the floor and he was 
gening sleepy, He lay with the sleep- 
ines and the Saturday night noises 
coming loud suddenly, then going far 
away, and coming and going and com 
ing and going and he heard his father 
speak from behind a curtain and far 
away the car doors opened and his 
father and someone else got in. Then 


suddenly he was back inside himself 
again and listening hard. None of the 
kids had ever really teen anybody do 
it, They wouldn't care И he was a 
drunkards son or not, if he told how 
he had жеп them do it and just what 
they did. 

“Give me the bottle,” he heard his 
father say. "You mark what I'm saying, 
Lab. It won't be 10 years.” 

John recognized with disappoinunent 
the other voice that answered. 1t was no 
hotawed bitch at all, it was only old 
Lab Wallers from the American Legion, 
and be felt he had been cheated of a 
great adventure, 

71 still say she woukln't want you 10 
go, Doc,” it said, 

71 don't know," his father said, "Some- 
times 1 think she would. I know sbe 
would. She'd be damned glad to get rid 
‘of а nogood like me, And I guess 1 
don't blame her any. Anyway,” he said, 
"TII be too old.” 

"There wont be another war any- 
way,” Lab Wallers smid. “Chas why we 
won the last one, so there wouldn't be 
тю morc. Wilson was a good man, and 
һе knew what he was боі 

“He couldn't do anything with a Re- 
publican congress,” his father said. 

“Well, he was smarter than this Cool- 
idge. Doc. you don't want your boys to 
grow up and get drug into something 
like we did" Lab Wallers sid, 

“Hell, no” his father said, "But 
there's no way out. Give your san luck, 
and throw him into the sca, Thats 
what che Spaniards say. That's all any 
man сап da. 1 tell you it won't be 10 


That's me, John thought, they're talk- 
ing about me. He was a lite surprised 
because everybody knew there wouldn't 
be any more war, He had always been 
sorry when he thought how he would 
never get to be in а war like his father, 
He lay there, excited, thinking how he 
would save Priscilla Jenkins from the 
enemy just as they were abont to burn 
her thing with the redhot iron, He 
would come home a great hero and 
everybody would think he was a fine 
standing man. He wouldn't drink at 
all, and maybe he would marry Pri 
«illa. Jenkins 

Following the pictures in his mind 
the sleepinen came back and the voice 
talking began to come and go, loud 
and faint, like the band concert across 
town sounded in a shifting summer 
wind. 

‘She's a fine woman, Doc,” Lab Wal- 
Jers said. “They don't come any finer- 
My viles always talkin* about how fine 
she is” 

1 know she is his father said. 
“Everybody knows №. Nobody has to 
tell me that. I know it's my fault I 

(continued on page 69) 


THE FALSE CONFESSORS 


driven by a dread and nameless guilt 


they plead to be punished for the crimes of others 


3 Brutal Кайо Ў : 
7 == шаишё ر‎ 


moeren 


article 
BY DAVID DRESSLER 


мев олу, 1954, Mari- a bushy: 


‚ was bludg- 
second Me 


0 


ka х ight to thc 
а pond out 


the case һай 
er that same 
y Mrs. Shep- 
ter a visit while Dr. Sheppard 
asleep, said that Marilyn had 
ed the door. Yet there was по 
ob forced entry. ‘The dead 
^ is had been torn off, 
been sexually as 


PLAYBOY 


salted, Had burglar been surprised, 
he might have struck once or twice in 
panic, but Mrs. Sheppard had been hit 
at least 35 times: her face and skull 
were pulp. Dr, Sheppard pointed out 
that his medical hag was open, suggest 
ing that the killer was an addict, des 
perte (or a "fv" Bur no drugs were 
missing, 

A week later a woman telephoned 
police to confess that she bad killed Mrs. 
Sheppard in order ta revenge herself 
on Dr. Sheppard for poor medical treat 
ment A routine iusestigation estab 
lished that she had been drunk when 
she made the call, and that she knew 
ma more about the ease thau she had 
read in the newspapers 

Four days later а man called from 
Baltimore to admit that he had done 
ihe jab, He had done it for a fee 

armed out to be a 
unk, who wanted 


ia, also 
press a girl 
‘Thereafter, the police had to listen to. 
а lang line of canfessors, each insi 
that he or she һай wiclded the fatal 
bludgeon, each furious at the skepti 
cism of the gerdannery. 

One reason for the calm the police 
maintained in the face of all this was 
that they had decided to arrest Dr. Shep- 
pard. ‘There were fatal implausihilities 

When the visiting neighbor 
elt that night, Sheppard was wearing 
slacks and a T-shirt when police ar 
rived hé was bare-chested and the T- 
shirt was nowhere 0 be found. All 
fingerprints, even those that would nor 
mally have been about the house, had 
been carelully wiped away. А pair of 
blondy gloves belonging to Sheppard 
were found in the garage, He refused 
a liedetector test. He conceded intima- 
cies with y women. and he ad 
mitted that he and Mis, Sheppard had 
pondered the desirability of a divorce. 
Alter a trial notable even by American 
standards for the amount of slushy sen- 
ventility that went inta the mewspa 
per coverage, he was sentenced to life 

prison for murder În the second 
degree, still protesting his absolute in 
nacence. The case was closed. 

Te would not stay closed. The shrill 

enters rang in the 


Cleveland when Mix Shep 
Henry Fuchrer proclaimed in 
nati that it was he who had entered the 
premis, intent upon burglary, and 
Killed the woman when she awoke, 
Since he had been in the workhouse in 
Knoxville, Fennesee, that night, bis tale 
wan viewed as rather unlikely by legal 
authorities, Altogether 25 men aud 
women pleaded guilty and were proved 
innocent. 


The Court of Last Resort, an Argosy 
magazine feature that had proved con- 
victed men innocent in several cases, be 
caine interested in the Sheppard matter. 
Erle Stanley Gardner, chief investigator 
and presiding justice of the “court.” 
pointed 10 unexplained aspects of the 
case, wondered whether Dr. Sheppard's 


But he was unable to 
produce any mew evidence that might 
overturn the convictio 

Then, on July 16th, 1957, confesor 
‘umber 26 cune to the front. Donald J. 
Wedler, 22, resident in a Florida prison 
for robbery, told Sheriff Rodney Thurs 
day that he had come rcluctandy to the 
conclusion that it was really Һе who 
had killed Mrs. Sheppard. Reading old 
nempaper accounts of the murder bad, 
he said, convinced him. He mid he had 
been in Cleveland at the tirat, on ber 
in, aud badly in need of money for a 
fx. Te had selected a house at randam, 
ransacked a bedroom, was caught in the 
act, struck “a woman” with a length ol 
dead pipe. He ran out of tbe bedromn, 
encountered “a man,” struck him, raced 
outside and away. 

But Weller said the front door had 
been unlocked, whereas other testimony 
indicated it had been bolted. He elaimed 
he had left dresser drawers open, but 
police had found them dosed. He said 
he had hit Mrs. Sheppard “a couple of 
times”; bar she hod bec struck very 
many times more than that. He claimed 
only une tussle with the man: Dr. Shep: 
pard claimed two. 

Still, Dr. Sheppard. shown Wediers 
picture, said he had a vague feeling that 
this was indeed the man. He am 
nounced suddenly that he was now will 
ing 10 take a lieslevector text — Weiler 
had already lid one, given by the Court 
of Last Resort, that proved favorable to 
his sry, according to the operator — 
providing no police officials be present 
This condition was naturally wnaccept. 
able to the authorities. And Cleveland 
was mot sufhciently impresed with Wed 
ler evon to extradite hin, а circum: 
ince that annoyed the Florida robber 
That's my story,” he said. “I's up to 
you to prove it isn't so.” 

The Cleveland prosceutor's office has 
fled. Mr. Wedler’s name away with the 


crime, murders in particular. The New 
York City police know that they will 
have to bar the gates every year to ar 
Teast 2000 eager citizens kghung to vell 
all. and in Los Angeles, naturally, trice 
that many petition to he locked up for 
something they didn't do— didn't do 
usually. couldn't 
does this strange plague run nationally? 
А noted crime statistician has said, "If 
every person in die United States who 
confesses 10 2 crime he hasn't committed 


were recorded оп an IBM punch card, 
1 venture wed have at Icası 400,000 a 
year showing up in the Uniform Crime 
Reports” 

Because they clutter up a case, cost 
money and man hours, and because of 
the danger that they may cause а false 
conviction, policemen take a dim view 
of the compulsive confessors, Viewed 
more objectively, some of them are weird 
and wonderlul indeed. Consider, for 
instance, the Case of the Two Bangor 

Several years ago the police of Bangor, 


Maine, found this in ıhe morning mail 
Exposing who killed Edith Ford. It was 
Frederick Harder of Spokane, Washing. 


ton, Edith deserved to die, but only 
God has the right tw that irrevocable 
decision. Knowing about it has been on 
my conscience a long time but 1 would 
mot speak out, A murderer may strike 
twice. I will not sigo my name. Let jus 
tice be donet" 

Bangor, Maine, had no record of such 
а homicide, but Bangor, Pennsylvania 
lid. Edith Ford's Бойу, well wrapped in 
baling wire, had been found at the bot 
tom of a well and the case had lain un 
solved for two years, The Spokane po 
fice were asked to chat with Mr. Harder. 
They found him to be a high school 
teacher of 51 years and excellent repu- 
tation. He was furious. He had never 
known an Faith Ford, He hadnt set 
foot out of Spokane for 11 years, and. 
who the devil had written the leiter? 
The answer came soon enough. Shown 
a photostat of the letter, he recognized 
the script instantly. Tt was his own 
Shaken to his shors, Harder sought 
a psychiatrist and, а good many 50 min- 
lute hours later, remembered that about 
the time the letter had been written he 
was confined to bed, recuperating front 
pneumonia. He lod read à précis of the 
Ford cue in а magarine. That was all 
he remembered, But beyond de 
һай written the anonymous lener, 
which his unconscious mind had blacked 
ош the entire episode. A crossed wire 
in his uneenscious recollection had 
brought him to address the lemet to 
the Maine Bangor instead ol the Penne 
sylvania one 

Harders dreamworld spptoach 10 
self ineriminarion sets him apart from 
the sun of punitmentacckers, mint of 
whom go about their strange business 

а mere direct fashion, Jin McGill 
comes doser io fitting, the pattern. Mc 
Gill began his career by ennlcssing to a 
inunder in Washington. D.C, He didn't 
make the sale, In the nest 15 years he 
tried in Florida, Hlinois, Indiana, Idaho, 
Washington and Oregon. One would 
‘expect such persistence ultimately to be 
rewarded, and McGill Finally found soc- 
cess, His was а set routine: in metro- 
Politan centers he claimed the rights and 

(continued on page 54) 


Well, there's history tepeating itself 
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“I think if you ask Mr. Osbom for that raise right now, 
dear... you'll be pleasantly surprised.” 


HOW TO AVOID MAKING OUT IN HOLLYWOOD 


humor By Kelton Holloway 


a pseudonymous actor discusses a vital problem of our time 


iSt rine happened ta me on the 
way up with the window shade the 
other morning. 1 flapped around up 
there a few times, telling myself, "This 
cannot go on, Young Man, this cannot 
re 

Now Гуе been riding window shades 
for a long, long time and I'a certainly 
not knocking it, but Tam exhausted! 

You ste, in Hollywood we lave a 
problem that is rather special and, I'm 
sure, not w be duplicated anywhere else 
in the country, The wowen here suffer 
from а very rare speech disorder, They 
cannot negotinte the word “mo.” The 
closest they come to it is a somewhat 
similar word, “now.” 

"This puts an enormous strain on the 
wen, who are outnumbered by single 
women $7 to 1. 

The very air in Hollywood seems 
laden with sensuality, and the golden 
rule here is “Do unto others . .. they 
like it" Obviously something had to be 
done about this A group of the more 

ive bachelors who were still func 


tioning rather well put on snorkels and 
held a secret meeting at the bottom of 
the Hollywood Knickerbocker pool 1 
was elected chairman of the broad — 
oops board, and we worked out a 
modus operandi for handling this ex- 
acerbating situation. 

The severer cases would be moved 
cast, behind the beaded curwin. Those 
of us who were left drew up a Manuel 
fer Sursival, some excerpts ftom which 
J am passing on to you now: 

case a. The Beautiful Type. A girl 
you once met casually comes to Holly- 
wood to test for a movie contract 
Granted she is a Great Beauty and an 
Exciting Creature, but she’s ako ex- 
tremely nervous and highstrung and 
she (© get it out of her sys 

“nice girl” and she's 
img to get into the movies “that 
ж you art elected, After a week 
ol this you're crawling on your knees 
and begging for some time off 

ном 10 AVOID MAKING OUT WN 
(1) Feign a fatal 


with warm tomato juice and then cough 
ing on her. She will get the point 
quickly, 

(2) Use the lost weekend approach. 
Keep all your Liquor bottles Bled with 
weak tra or apple juice. This, of course, 
requires preat acting. for you drink 
heavily and steadily until you seem 
ingly pass aut, The girl may become a 
problem here by being а boozre herself, 
in which case you'd better run down to 
the liquor store, get some real sauce and 
belt away umil you really poss out 

(8) Employ the cuisine technique. 
Invite her over for dinner and serve the 
following menu: vichyssoise sprinkled 
lightly with mustache trimning; chicken 
breasts served in brustieres; and for 
dessert, fresh strawberry shortcake 
topped by a mound of Rapid Shave (69 
cents in the Acrosol can). 

cask You will, at one time or an- 
otber during a Hollywood say, run 
across an Old Type. Perfectly nice girl 
but she's just tcn years older, that’s all 
Ten years older than anybody. 


walk uphill) 
my times be- 
d how well her legs look in those 
spike heeled. open toc shoes, 

(2) If this doesn't do it, take her 
back 10 your digs, excuse yourself, step 
to the bedroom and don а long red 
satin negligee. As you return to the Jiv- 
ing room, tell her bow much you сте 
Joyed Copenhagen. 

cast c. A singularly dangerous, type 
is the Name Digger. She digs making it 
with names. This is the next step alter 
autograph collecting (where die just 
collects people). You are thinking. 
"Well, that doesn't bother me, Pm mc 
rity,” Ah, but you may Апош a 
telebrity, friend, and there's the rub. 
You may have been entertained by Bob 
Hope in die army, you may have fown 
to Las Angeles on the sme plane with 
Gary Cooper'y barber or pone up in the 
clevitor ut The Aleatrae Hilton with 
Yogi Berra's mite stitcher, or you may 


have even gone to school with Rochelle 
chiropractor. This makes you 

rely vulnerable. 

fb MAKING OUI win CASE с. 

(1) When ahe says "But you said you 
knew Tyrone Power.” you deny iL M 
she threatens to produce witnesses, your 
nly ont then is to sy, “No, no, dear, 
said 1 knew Pyrone Tower ... Tower 
To make this more convincing, you 
break into several sentences which 
should make her doubt her hearing- For 
instance, "What time is sinner being 
derved?" or “You're a gice mir and | 
ally rike you” 

(2) There is no 2. You'd better make 
ше worst one kerk uh — fint one work 

cat © The Woman with а Child 
This classification is extremely desperate 
Her personal need for a man is only 
supeneded by the child's need ta rub 
freshly whitened buckskin shoes on a 
man's dark suit which ha» just come 
back from the deanen. 
Tow 10 AVOID MARING OUT WITH слм о. 

(1) Crush a few benzedrine tablets in 


the child's glass of milk at dinner. If 
you cin keep him out of bed, he'll do 
the same lor you. 

(2) Ger in touch with your Emily 
ductor at onee and ask him lor a list of 
nldren’s dscases which you've had 
"Then go to the contagious ward of the 
nearest children’s hospital and hug sev 
eral of the warst that you are immune 10, 
Go straight w the woman's home, call 
her child to you and envelope it in a 
warm embrace. 

(8) There is a probability that your 
family doctor gave you the wrong inlor 
mation, Apply calamine lotion gene 
ously ww the itchy areas and avoi 
анима, which is what you were trying 
10 do in the frst place. 

ease E The Young and 
Type. There iy no Young and 


PLAYBOY’S PLAYMATE REVIEW 
a portfolio of the past delightful dozen 
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Left: Broodway hopeful Carrie Rodison 
wos our Stage Deor Playmate for June 
Above: swingin’ Sally Todd appeared os 
Gur date in a picture story shot in Los 
Veges, then returned in February so we 
could go on a Dote with o Ploymate. Be 
low: Maytime Playmate Dawn Richerd 
rollicked with us through a sylvan glade, 
¡and proved so charming we later invited 
her to a wel-remembered yacht party 


PLAYEOY 


Below. April's winsome Glorio Windsor 
hi 


was found 
gerie shop, 


«d the counter of o lin- 


d us up in Windsor knots, 


Above: sensaticrally configured Colleen Farrington posed in a bathtub in Octo- 
ber ond was gently joshed for dyeing her hair so often. Below, right: Dolores 
Donlon wos The Girl Next Door in Avgust—next door, that is, if you happened 
to live adjecent 10 her big, two-story, cight-bedrcom Beverly Hills home. 


June Blair, above, was cur Birthdoy Girl ЩЙ 
in Januory, for she posed for our comers ¢ 
on the 23rd anniversary of her natal doy. 


Budding ballerina Sandra Edwards extended an Invitation to the епке as our Playmate for March. E 
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FALSE CONFESSORS 


prerogatives of a murderer; in rural ter- 
Tory, aware that barm-buming in the 
boondocks equates with murder in Man- 
hauan, he plumped for anon. If Mc 
Gill were within 20 miles of a farm Bre, 
he could be counted on to buuonhole 
the sheriff before the ashes were cold. 
Usually a few questions showed him up 
and after a night or two in the local jail 
he'd be pointed toward open count 
and told to wat. But one day in Lodi, 
California, he heard of а barn-burning 
and instead of merely making the claim, 
he set his limited imagination to work. 
He was, he told the law, not only am 
arsonist, he was a labor organizer, intent 
on gathering the farm hands of Amer- 
ica into one big union. When a farmer 
proved dubious of the benefits of oF 
faniracion, McGill burned his barn, be 
Said — just as a warning. 

Nine times in ten this tale would have 
brought hiin his usual invitation to leave 
town forthwith. But it happened that 
there had been cHorts at organization of 
farm hands around Lodi, and there kad 
been several suspicious fires The Lodi 
authorities decided McGill was telling 
the truth, ‘They thanked him and sent 
him to San Quentin tagged for 15 years 
Tucked away in peace and quiet, Mc 
Gill meditated am made the discovery 
that comes t so many шеп: once his 

kad been gained, he wanted 

it He began to scream his 

innocence. "Let me out of here,” he 

said wich fervor. He sucreeded in having 

vestigation begun, but he died be- 

{ore it was completed. He had really 

le the grade: а life sentence for а 
crime he hadn't committed 

California's Black Dahlia case Баз 
probably attracted more selF-inerimina- 
tors than any other in our history. The 
Black Dahlia was one Elizabeth Short, 
inevitably referred to in newspaper 
accounts of her demise as “beautiful” 
She was in fact not ашу ugly, a 
brunette of по steady occupation who 
lad done a good del of sleeping 
around. Her body, not very neatly cut 
in two, was found in a Los Angeles 
vacant lot in 1917. Veteran police off 
cers, marking the sexual and macabre 
aspects of the crime, braced! themselves 
for the onslaught. Langley Lewis, 29, of 
Englewood, N.J, was first under the 
wire. “1 did it," he said. “E killed her 
with a knife. I bisected herdo you 
know what 1 mean by bisecting?” 

One Alvin Turnbow was next He 
surrendered in Dallas, and recorded for 
the polio: of that municipality а confes 
sion studded with torture and perver- 
sion, They threw him out A woman 
telephoned from Fullerton, California: 
“I'm the killer of the Black Dahlia. 
Come and get me” A woman in Sam 


(continued from page 44) 


Diego, notable only because she was a 
formes WAG, got into line, but her story 
held up no better. In Chicago a lady of 
admitted lesbian persuasion confessed 
Killing Beth Short because she'd been 
cheating: “They think a man killed the 
Black Dahlia, but I did. .” 

‘Pharmacists Mate John Andry told 
Long Beach police that he had killed 
Beth Short, all right, but that it was up 
10 them to prove it, he wouldn't help 
them. The tuk proved beyond their 
capabilities, 

lts a long list. over 200 names, and 
till growing, Of the total, 38 convinced 
the police that their stories warranted 
investigation. Not nne proved worth the 
trouble. 

Why de they do it? When normal int 
pulse makes а man twitch nervously 
sehen he's pulled up for speeding, how 
cam another man walk calmly wp to a 
police officer and bold him firmly by 
the arm while he enters a false claim to 
homicide? 

In a few cases the reason is not diffe 
cult to find. Some false confesor take 
the blame out of love for the truly 
guilty. A father may confess his son's 
Crime, a woman her lovers. There are 
those who do it for hire. A small bus 
nesmsn who has bumed down the store 
Гог insurance and finds the insurance 
company’s sleuths on his trail may. if he 
Knows the right people. engage a pro- 
fessional timeserver. For perhaps 25 
percent of the insurance money this 
worthy will admit to setting the fire — 
an accident, he'll say; he broke in to 
10b and dropped a cigareste — and he'll 
deny 10 doonislay any connection with 
ће store's owner. Five years, say, with 
two off for good behavior — it in't bad 
il you like the согу feeling of a cell, or 
ме a Connobseur of prison cuisine 
Some men like to hide in prison. Guilty 
of a felony, let us say, and sensing the 
ring closing, they confess a mide 
ineanor, hoping to draw a sentence just 
Jong enough to keep them ош of circu: 
lation unul the heat dies down. 104 
wed to be a better dodge than it is 
today. by the wa). became a few men 
have been caught in the deception, and 
wardens are currently apt to be curious 
about even their casual guests. 

But these are comparatively normal 
folk, and there are comparatively few of 
them. The majority of self incriminators 
are mentally out of round. Some of 
them are psychotic, insane. Most are 
mot. They can earn their own livings, 
get along with people, are frequently 
‘harming, intelligent, sensitive, They arc 
emotionally disturbed. but in a fashion 
that is mot overt. They are hysteroids, 
compulsive neurotics. Authorities such as 
Dr. Marcel Frym of the Hacker Founda 


tion for Psychiatric Research reject the 
offthe-cuff dicta of many police that 
the false confesor merely wants public 
notice, or is dewonstiating the ен 
tion of drunkenness Granted that some 
false contessors are drunk, still not al 
drunks are fale confessors. Some people 
seek notoriety by eating 480 oysters 
эп hour (the world record, if you care). 
Why do others profess to be felons? The 
answer lies deeper than even the depths 
of ego — or the bottom of a fifth of rye, 

Ponder the case of a man well call 
Thomas Hardinge, 27 at the time the 
sad tale begins, strong and heavily built, 
with a college education. One night, no 
doubt in the full of the moon, he stag- 
gered imo a New York City sation 
house and drunkenly mumbled that he 
had killed one Revlab Limerick. А de- 
fective who'd been trying to calm him 
remembered Beulah Limerick: 19, 
pretty, made dead in Washington, D.C. 
by a person or persons unknown, He 
was interested. But Thomas story was 
vague, and in the vital matter of the 
date of the girls death, he was a full 
year ош. He was steered to the drunk 
tank, screaming "Im gonna run! Shoot 
mel Finish me off 1 don't want to Ii 

Next morning, hung over but ratio 
be expressed disappointment at finding 
that he was mot on Page One of the 
New York newspapers, “I was drunk” 
he said, quite unnecessarily. "I just 
wanted a little publicity." New York 
police practice being a bit more ad- 
vanced than the general rum. Thomas 
was given a psychiatric examination. 
The doctors found him in а sate of 
“emotional panic.” His wile, a tele 
phone operator seven years his senior, 
established. the background: 

Shortly after their marriage Thomas 
lost his job. А week later he woke in a 
sweat and hysterically begged his wife 
ot to kave him alone. Finding irrefu- 
table her argument that their sustenance 
depended upon her job, be begged her 
to lock him into a clothes бом. He 
had, he said, an uncontrollable impulse 
to steal, and he was afraid. As much to 
humor him as anything else — he war 
suffering from a second-degree hangover 
— his wile put him into a closet, stuffed 
a sandwich and a bloody mary in alter 
hiso and locked the door. When she 
came home that afternoon he was seat: 
sd on the sofa, sobbing hysterically and 
surrounded by useless articles taken in 
burglary 

He had gnawed his way through the 
closet door panel 

Each day Thomas found a wew device 
fo prevent his leaving the apartment. 
Each afternoon his wile found him on 
the sofa. we pointing helplessly 
to his loot. His panic mounted in inter 

(concluded overleaf) 
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FALSE CONFESSORS (continued from poge 54) 


sity, in duration. He lived in terror 
One afternoon sehen his wife returned, 
braced for the daily horror, be was not 
‘on the sola, nor in the apartment. That 
might he confessed the Limerick mur- 
der, He could not have committed it, 
Tor on the day Bevlab Limerick died he 
had been in Sing Sing, doing a term for 
forgery. 1 established! his alibi, inciden 
tally. At dhe time of bis "confession" 1 
was executive director of the New York 
State Division of Parole, and Thomas 
was under parole. 

The examining psychiatrists believed 
‘uit the fact of Thomas inebriation at 
е time of confession was nat signifi 
cant, He made the false confession while 


drunk. but not because he was drunk, 
His stated desire for publicity was sub- 
terluge, whistling in the dark. The real 


Teasanis were pried out of the dark cor- 
mens of his psyche in the rune of 
psychiateic treatment, and the pattern 
followed the theory of behavior frst laid 
down by the noted psychoanalyst Theo- 
dor Reik. Simply stated. it is this: all of 
us at times do things considered wrong 
or immoral by the society in which we 
live, Some of us feel guilty afterward. 
Recollection of the "sin" may be busied 
in the unconscious, but the guilty knowl 
edge struggles to work its vay back to 
the conscious level. The unconscious 
ries, "You have sinned!" and the con 
scious self answers, “T don't hear you!” 
With some people, repressed material 
must be heard. 

How does one get rid of the sense of 
guile? By following childhood's pattern: 
when a child sins, he experiences anxi- 
ety, fear, apparent withdrawal of love 
and finally physical punishment. After 
that, normalcy is restored. The pattem 
is sin, spanking, serenity. Suffering is a 
means of regaining love and acceptance. 
"We derive reassurance froin paying the 
price,” Reik says Repressed material 
over which we feel mags at 
Roads us into seeking expiation, uni 
an individual may be driven to confess 
something he didn’t do as atonement 
for something long forgotten which he 
did do. Even false confession may be 
good for the soul. It was postcontesion 
serenity that Thomas was looking for. 
the night he screamed that he had 
killed Beulah Liunerick, 

‘The psychiatrist asked if he knew of 
any secret anxiety. He said, "Absolutely 

but he did, und in time he admitted 
it almost immediately alter his marriage 
he had become impotent, psychicall 
potent. "lt was devastating," he said. "Id 
think about Irma and that minute, L 
could do it, no question, Bur when we 
got into bed. it was gone. Td lie there, 
calling шум! every kind of heel.” 

He tried a prostitute. He was potent. 


7] was impotent only with my wile,” he 
told me. “Feeling that way, 1 should 
never have married her.“ 

"Feeling what way?” I asked him. 

“1 felt T was committing bigamy when 
I was in bed with Irma.” 

“Bigamy?” 

"1 fought the damned thing for 
months with the doctor, 1 wouldn't face 
it. ‘Then Т did. Subronsciously, Г been 
feeling that Y had no right to be married 
to Irma, because I was married already. 
To my mother 

His father had died when Thomas 
was an infant. His mother never remar- 
ried. It was the old story: she devoted 
henelf completely to her son, and when 
he began to manifest an interest in girls 
she threw herself between him and the 
Батрісз who would tear him from her. 
When he dated a girl she didn't like, he 
returned to find his mother “unconscious” 
om the oor, Shed had а stroke, she 
said. but she wouldn't see a doctor. Find- 
ing this approach ineffective on too fre 
quent repetition, she changed her strat 
Sn. Sec erecta are weal Ga 
a wile for ber son. She invited girls to 
dinner: "Pip! Gargoyles, they were!” 
Thomas told me. “Alter dinner, she'd 
eave us alone and go to the movies, Im 
sure now that she hoped I'd lay these 
girls. She feured that if 1 got laid now 
and then 1 wouldn't rush into marriage. 
Td be satisfied. OF course 1 met giris 
she didn’t know about. 1 had no trou. 
ble. I got mine. But 1 always felt guilty 
1 was cheating. you see. 1 was mamas 
boy, her baby, her boyfriend, and by 
God. in all ways but one, her husband! 
When 1 was in bed with some nice girl, 
Td be calling myself names: nogood 
bum, ungrateful son. Even years later, 
й was still tru 

He met Irma, fell in love, told his 
mother he was going to marry. She an- 
nounced migraine headaches, fainting 
spells and heart palpitations. He married, 
anyway, whereupon her symptoms van 
ished: She vind the happy couple every 
duy. rendering sage advice om every 
aspect of married life save onc. Tt took 
time and a certain amount of brutality, 
but Thonias eventually told his mother 
to keep quist or stay away. 

"Right then 1 became impotent. 1 
hadn't been before. Even before we 
were married Irma and 1 had beer to 
bed together and I was all right then. 
Being impotent scared me and made me 
do those crazy things, the burglaries. 
You sec, slecping with a girlfriend, that 
was OK. But then 1 married her, and 
subconsciously 1 decided I'd committed 
a crime against my mother. To make 
matters worse, 1 put my mother out af 
my hoise. 

You've got no right to sleep 


gil” Tt killed my ability wo perform 
sexually.” 

Thomas by now was in emotional 
chaos. He loved his mother and hated 
her for having kept him a boy. He loved 
his wife and hated her for having taken 
the place of his mother. He sought 
punishment, cxpistion. The burglaries 
were unconsciously designed 10 attain 
hidden guilt drove him 


toward disgrace and retribution, but his 
wife and his conscious self fought ex 
posure. 


“HLT couldn't destroy тум! by real 
crimes" he wkd me, "Then, by God, 1 
was going to invent one, Tt makes sense, 
you scc. Because I believed 1 killed that 


iri; 

‘Thus the broad, general patem of 
selbincriminators There are specific 
common denominators, too. Homicide 
with a sex angle attracts most false con- 
fessors. Why? Lirutenam Oak Burger, 
Psychologist in the Los Angeles Police 
Department, answers: “Murder, because 
it’s so positive, so unequivocal, demand. 
ing punishment . . . murder with sex 
because in the sex arca we find vast 
submerged feelings of guilt.” 

Some sellincrimimstora know they are 
innocent. Others, like Thomas, are con- 
vinced of their guilt. Some believe in 
their guilt ший alter confesion, when, 
tension receding, they are able to think 
more clearly. They will then look for an 
aceptable rationalization: they were 
drunk, or they wanted publicity. The 


темей buildup of 

another self inci 
offense the confessor chooses usually re- 
fects wishful thinking. Не writhes in 
poorly concealed sexual ecstasy as he 
talks, During confession, both men and 
women may come to orgasm. 

When the neurotic (as oppostd to 
onc who is incurably psychotic) self- 
accuser cries cut, "T can’t live with this 
secret any longer.” he doesn't mean the 
crime to which he is fabely testifying, 
He means the secret he carries within 
himsel, Psychotherapy can usually dir 
cover that secret, and 1Й the burden of 
и. Unfortunately. psychiatrie service is 
not uniformly available in American 
police departments, and so the fate of 
most selfaccusers in the future will be 
har it has been in che past: they'll be 
thrown out ard they'll go olf to present 
themselves as candidates for imprison- 
ment or death in some other jurisdic- 
tion. Some, like Jim McGill, will uli- 
mately succeed = and rue the day. But 
most will wander about [or the rest of 
their lives, pleading to be punished for 
sins they cannot mame, пог even re 


member. 
a 


The Rumbling, Rambling Blues 


fiction By JACK KEROUAC 


the singer roamed an endless road and sang an endless song 


Hap mean womxixc in the railroad 

diner in Des Moines about five 
months when one night an old Negro 
hobo came to my counter. 

He was an old southern Negro hobo 
and he came from those swamps. I was 
curious about the story of his life but he 
wouldn't talk about himself, just sang. 
In his pockmarked black skin, all white 
bristles, there gleamed enormous eyes 
that had grown larger since he left 
home. The bayou was his home town. 
the world was madder to see, be had 
been around, all 48 states, Canada and 
Mexico several times. He seared me 
when he fist came in — not all custom- 
ers spend three hours in the dark watch- 
ing from across the street, as he did 
before he slid the doors in an empty 


bour to join me in a spate of time 

He made a strange remark about my 
seeretest thoughts, which were about 
leaving Des Moines because 1d been 
there wo long, only I was short of 
money and kept hesitating 

“You settle down this town, native 
boy? Or is you just goin 

"You mean if 1 don't Н 

“And is you goin’ son 
goin'l" He showed! me y 
wheezed a remanent laugh- 

“No sir, Pop, E guess Pin just going” 
1 said it too anxiously. He wrapped 
himself up in an evil old smile and 
didn’t believe it. 

Like the grimy white brakemen who 
came in to eat their gloomy meals, he 
was a man possessed of a suffering that 


was seamed imo the fesh, fare and 
neck; but who sang about it, made no 
bones; after all bad suffered just a little 
more than they did. by а shade exactly; 
and whose sullering compared to mine 
was аз che rings of an age-onk and th 
rings of a sapling tree. Worse, a thou 
sand winters had caked his skin, and 
summers cracked it. Around him the fog 
was palpable shroud; its cold, gray 
'exhalations seemed to breathe about bis 
mouth; so were it not for his warm eyes 
be would have shrove his songs and put 
a blanket round him. But he walked the 
American night just as he wast the bur 
lap pants, the rope, and the shapeless 
tarpaulin apron, all greasy and dark like 
Beelzebub in hell, Rt for every jail that 
(continued on page 71) 


prefer that you 


me even if you are late. 


“Hereafter, Mr. Forsythe, Га 


shower at ho 


Ribald Classic 
THE PLASTER SAINT 


A newly translated 
story from the Fabliaux of 


Medieval France 


т was awo O'CLOCK one chill November 
afternoon. Ihe bells in the monastery 
chapel were chiming vespers which 
meant that the good people of Picardy 
had eater their midday meal and were 
catching a short nap. In the monastery 
the brethren were already in the choir 
all, that is, but Paul, the bursar, who 
was alter all a layman who could come 
and go at will. 

Even so, it was strange at such a time, 
the very hour when most husbands 
were sitting before their fires, that he 
should be seen stalking purposefully 
along the cobbled streets toward the lit- 
Че house of Pierre and Jeanette Sorel 

he neighbors wathed him and 
shook their heads. It wasnt Pierre's ex- 
cellent plaster images of saints and 
devils that took Bursar Paul to that 
house. The monastery sent а brother 
of artistic bent to choose the images 
needed in the various pageants and 
services. Bursar Paul stayed at the mon. 
astery and paid Pierre when they were 
delivered. No, Paul had not ventured 
inta the November wind to look at 
plaster images 


said the old woman. 
"Such a pretty, decent. 
so im love with Pierre, her 


"So would I be." replied the old 
lady's daughter, "if 1 had a husband as 
strong and handsome us that. But it ir 
а pin. Pierre will hard be able to 
tope with Bursir Paul No other hus 
bard has been successful in protecting 
his honor. Ore word of criticism from. 
that ugly Paul to the bishop, and feof 
— another tradesman loses his position 
‘or his contract. Pierre must allow Paul 
lo visit Jeanette amd pretend mot to 
notice what is going on, or he must for 
Feit his contract to make images for the 
monastery, which means for all the 
monasteries in the province” 

Jeanette saw the bursar, but this time 
she did now tremble and feel ill. She 
even smiled а smile born of despera- 
tion. This time, she told herself, when 
he eased his gross body into the best 
chair before the fire, she would accept 
his swectracars. When he patted her 
knee in a way no longer paternal, she 
would not linh. Even when he tried 
to kiss her she would ket him. Pierre 


With a terrified shriek, the bursar ran from the house. 


wouk! not Jose the monastery contract 
И she could help it 

‘The bunar knocked, and Jeanette ket 
him in, keeping her eyes on the floor 
and blushing. He made her sit close to 
him and he was much more bold than 
ever before, This time he had her pron 
ie. His words and hers buzzed shame 
fully in her ears 

The bursar [elt exceedingly confident, 
believing that her husband had gone to 
the capital and would not be home un- 
Ul after dark. 

“Pierre did go, my dean" 

“Oh, yes, Burar Paul. He went early 

moming” 
“Jeanette” 
“Jeanette” 

She made herself smile coyly as be 
pulled her to his knee. “Nor yet, Bur 
Sar, See what а fine bath I have prepared 
for us. How hue the hot water will feel 
ов а cold day like thisl” 

The bursar pricked his cars st what 
might be а new thrill. "Did you say 
‘for us my dear?” 

"Why not? But you undras and get 
imo the tub first. 1 must lock the door 
and window." 

She watched in fascination as he 
threw off his cawek and climbed into 
the tub, which was really a great vat 


u 


murmured the bunar. 


at the feel of the water. “Hurry up. 


Jeanette, before the water cools.” 

Jeanette pulled the window open a 
lice, as if to slam it the harder. “Mon 
Dieu" she cried. "Some men are com- 
ing up tht walk and Pierre is onc of 
them” 

Burr Parl stood up in thc yat, look 
ing like nothing so much as a fat, white 
hog, red fren а scalding. “What?” he 
shrill. "Men coming here? Why? 

7I can't imagine,” said Jeanette softly. 
"Its hardy two o'clock.” 

"Hide mel" cried Burar Paul in 
pan 

"Into that barrel!" she 
never think 10 leok there.” 

He had no more than leaped into it 
than he was out, shaking with cold and 
covered from chin to feet with white 
dye "Tm freeringi” be sid. “There 
must be а beter placet” 

Jeanette looked at him. “Stand here 


id. “They'll 


beside the statues.” she said. "Now let 
me rub the dye on your face and head 
and no one will be able to tell you 
from the statues” 

Ш Burr Tati doubted the effency 
of the mancuver, he did not say зо, 
and a mt later he was standing 
between lilesized images of a saint and 
a devil. 

"Hold these arrows in your hand, 
said Jeanette. "They take you for St 
Sebastian tramfixed." 

‘A moment later she opened the door 
and the men trooped in noisily. 

“Break out the new wine, Jeanette," 
called Pierre, winking. “1 have sold an 
image to St. Georges chapel" 

They drank the whole bottle before 
one of Pierre's friends looked st the 
row ol images and exclaimed, “Pierre! 
Whars the bishop going to say when he 
secs that fat statue of St. Sebastian? Its 
зо realistic, and you forgot to put on a 
fig leal." 

Pierre pretended to be concerned, 
and Jeareue sid, "1 told bim not to 
make it that ve to life, or at least to 
give it a fig leaf, but he wouldn't lis- 
ten" 

“Well, Pierre,” mid one of the men, 
“youd better do something, M the 
bishop ever caught a glimpse of what 
is exposed, be would close your shop.” 

“Do you really think he would, Jean- 
Daniel?" 

I know he would, You'd better ndd 
the fig leat,” 

Pierre shrugged helplessly, "1 can't” 
he said. “After the plaster hardens, you 
cawi make anything stick to il 

“Well, you'd better do allg: 

“There is а way," said Pierre, after 
a їйє thought. "Where you can't add 
on, you can take off. Jeanette, bring 
that sharp chisel and the heavy mallet. 

As he walked to the images it sud- 
derly came to life and made lor the 
door, leaving behind it a ser of white 
footprints, a stream of profanity, and 
seven people so convulscd with laugh- 
ter that they could not stop, 

A week later the monastery had а 
new bunar, and all the husbands in ihe 
province sighed with relicl 

— Translated by J. A. Goto 


attire By Blake Rutherford 


FORMAL 
FORECAST: 

THE RETURN TO 
BLACK 


dinner jackets and tailcoats are 
fashionably stark after dark 


rira A murr excursion inw gaudier evening 
A ug last won, the cocks of the walk who 
know their formal fashion arc reverting to black, 
and depending on the niceties of fabric, tailoring 
and accesories to point up their individuality. 

Now we sud black, Not midnight blue, not 
maroun, not burnt ochre. Just black. Black looks 
and feels right for all formal occasions, which is 
why it has been firmly entrenched among the 
Knowiedgeable for nearly 160 year. ever since um 
inconsolable Queen Victoria prescribed mourning 
for her court after the death of Albert. We recom- 
mend wearing it today for the very good reason 
thet dramane black coupled with the tasteful 
crispness of white, lends an elegance of uniformity 
to dressup affairs that no (concluded on next page) 


Corlcriebly correc! for a formol fing ore, from leh lo 
Tight, o dinner jocke ond trousers of dul- finish, fubbed 
block Dupicni sîk with solin show! coller, by Lord West, 
$100, Lord West tie ond eummerbund oF matching 
Solin, $12.95; Horhowoy shin cf imported brooddoth 
with sched fucks, $15.95, Stetson oxfords of highly 
polished coll, $29.95 ® After Si toil by Rudofier in c 
fie tropicel worsted, $87.50. bird's-eye pique wing 
овон shirt, $10, woistcoct, $12.95, and white fie, 32, 
elo by Rudefeer; Jchmton & Murphy potent leotber 
Pumps, $29 ® Lord West's Lo Scalo model dimer jocket 
f jet block imported maheir ond worsted with a framed 
show! cellar of solin ond cuffs cullined in solin, $110; 
‘eammerbund ond Бе in molding sofin, оһо by Lord 
West, $10.95, Arrow shit with soft brife pleats, $6.50, 
Florsheim low-cut shoes of block coll, $24.95 Line's 
lightweight Black орке! wersted dinner jacket with 
paokad lopels of ribbed foile, $85, tio and cummerbund 
of netting silk aho by Linett, $12.95; plected-besom 
shirt by Gart of New Hover, $9, squore-tongue slip-ons 
ef smooth сей by Bellen Wolkers, $26 ® Alter Sins 
Floyboy dinner jacket with попом sotin show! color, 
$45, abo oveiloble with siriped Bring of edditional 
сой, Монок Му pleat sin hos а small buttendown 
colon, $6.95; block calf blchers by Nettleton, $28. 


PLAYBOY 


color can match. So leave your rainbow- 
hued jackets to the funny-type cntertain- 
ers on TV. You can distinguish yourself 
in other ways. 

Gut, for instance. Dinner duds you'll 
be partying in this season have happily 
followed the commonsense trend to 
natural styling you demand in your day- 
to-day raiment, Unpadded shoulders, 
uncompressed body lines, and unbagzy 
pants tapering cleanly to your instep are 
just à couple of the features that make 
for extrweasy comfort at the bar or oa. 

е foor. (One exception, though 
iy the taileout: when your schedule calls 
Tor white tie and tails, there's simply no 
getting away from the slightly squared 
shoulders and closely fitted waist of full 
dress, Tails [ook right that way and only 
that way, but, of courie, youll want to 
joi exaggeration.) Another Allip for 
formal wear is the welcome light weight 
of the new fabrics, including tropical 
worsted and even Bubbed silk. In Amer 
of Central Heating. this is in 
deed! a worthy innovation, 

The dinner jacket, or tuxedo, is now 


standard fare for all but the most formal 
‘fterdark wingdings, and you have your 
Choice of several lapel types, with facings 
Of satin or ribbed silk, matching сойз on 
the sleeves or nonc at all, The sweeping 
shawl collar is the leading favorite, lean 
in shape and faced with gleaming satin, 
bor many knowing lads prefer the newer 
short pointed peaked lapels of grosgrain 
S. A piping of suit Tabu ойи 
same satin collar, while silk dinner jack 
cts employ the same fabric throughout, 
with wo change of texture on the collar 
Lacing. Underneath your jacken, the 
unmerbund con be folded into Kat har. 
hontal pleats, or cut with points and 
buttons to resemble a waisteoat. A bona 
Бае waistcoat is obligatory with tails but 
it must never show below the slanting 
front of the jacket. 

“The shirt you wear can make every 
difference in how you look. Of course, 
тю business shirt would ever be tolerated 
for formal attire. The special dress shirt 
you choose may have either wide or nar 
Tow. pleas, and the cuffs should De long 
Enough to show halfaninh ol crisp 


FORM CHART FOR FORMAL WEAR 
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white below your jacket sleeve, The col- 
lar should be а semi-widespread held in 
place with stays: sarehing is neither 
necessary nor recommended. A new and 
nifty innovación in dies shits а 
handsome jacquard stripe, alternating 
sliver thin, widespaced vertical stripings 
of black and gray on a white pleated 
bosom. "he collars on these shirts are 
semispresd and solid white. Wing col 
Jars, unattached and sensibly sturched, 
are worn only with tails. Your jewelry 
should be smartly and elegantly эй 
and as good as you can afford. Gold 
studs, set with small stones or pearly, can. 
be an intelligent. lifetime investment; 
should match studs and be 
l; outsized links or be 
diamonded ones look unquestionably 
gauche. Hundkerchich are invariably 
worn by the betteretreed formal коет 
they should, of course, be solid white 
and of a topquality linen. A word ol 
caution: re your handker 
chiel in your breast pocket; 
should be jammed in with just а few of 
Posies for the but 
onal, but if you 
of thing, make sure you 
Keep the camation small and white and 
wear it only with a ailcost or peaked- 
lapel dinner jacket. = 

Black is the ruleottheevening for 
shoes and headgear 100, Toppers 
rarely seen except with tails, for which 
по other hat is permissible, bur with 
dinner jackets, any number of brin-up 
ог brim down models are fine. No, you 
can't wear а derby under any circum 
stances, Риси leather predominates in 
the footwear picture, but other leathers 
are also coming into acceptance because 
ol parents notorious tendency to crack 
(cry rubbing some Vaseline an you 
after а dificult evening of terpai 
it helps preserve the finish), Men's eve- 
ning pumps with grosgrain bows are 
ОК for your night heat. 100, and practi 
cally regulation with tails, 

As a final note to your rules of for. 
mality, we'd like to tl you about a 
Pyrrhic battle that has been raging a 
number of years over whether a dinnct 
jacket is properly called a dinner jacket 
or a tuxedo, Ever since the young bloods 
at New York's Tuxedo Park first donned 
these tailles garments for an avt 
ball in the Eighties (and th 
the gardenias right out of wil 

dour), 

Bst that dinner jacket t the outy core 
term. Those who call it a tuxedo, they 
claim, are a brecd of comled yahoos 
who sre worthy of nothing but sorn 
The tuxedo coterie, an the other hand, 
holds that the dinner jacket crowd is 
composed ruainly of stully, drawing 
тоот fops who ate as dated as spats and 
pomaded hair. We take no stand. The 
choice, gentlemen, is yours, 


TA Lorena Tra to which 1 was re 

y invited as ballast ar some 
the subject of childhood reading 
kepi coming up, Hike radishes, The 
earned folk on hand recalled, at some 
length, the pleasure ard profit they had 
tained from reading, at impressionable 
ез, Haus Brinker, Black Beauty, Ticos 
ure Irland, Heidi and other familiar 
works (familias to them, that is = 1 kad 
never heant of hall of them, or knew 
them only us the titles of those depress 
ingly м 


hölksone volumes put into my 
bandi on birthdays and Valesides by 
hearty uncles and grandparents, and 
then, sill crisp and unopened, sold by 
ratelul recipient to Junkmen and 
secondhand bookiealers for the where 
withal to purchase Big Little Books and 
nal kewe of Spicy Wernd 
Western Horror Stories or whatever. it 
war called), 

When it came my tum to reminisce 
about the literature that had molded 
ту innocent you | Pin afraid 1 
did a bit of hemming, followed by haw 
ing and a brief display of shilly shally 
ing. What could 1 say? Could 1 fondly 
recall die happy boyhood hours spent 
with Flash Gordon and the Witch 
Queen of Monga Could 1 extol the 
noble periods af Popeye in Quest of His 
Poopdeek Pappy? Not if 1 wanted to be 


invited to another literary tea 1 оош. 
and 1 do so love the tea they serve at 
literary teas it comes in chilled stemmed 
glasses with olives at the bottoms. And 
so, perspiring freely (no inhibited: per- 
spirer, I) and simmering a veritable 
cadenza of unmanly sounds, I managed 
to smile hideously and spit out the name 
“Smith, Johnson Smith” when asked ta. 
mame my childhood's favorite author. 

h усе" hiad my Inquisitor, a 
Indy with extravagandy intense neck 
cords, “dear old Johnson Smith; some 
"what like L, Frank Baum, was he not?” 

He was. tough she had no way of 
knowing that. He had opened to me a 
1d of fantastic ч» Tar outst 
ping Mr. Baum's land of Ox Johnson 
Seth was a mailorder firm: Johnson 

readquarters in Racine 
year prior to 1986, 
and them in Detroit, Michigan. The 
Johnson Smith advertisements appeared 
om the inside covers of most of tbe more 
wish pulp magazines of my пора. 
long with those of Charles Atlas and 
ucians ("What Strange Power 

lan Passes"). The 
in business to the bes 
knowledge, but dear old Johtson 
1 greatly fear, bas gone the way of the 
dodo and the диюзмш: dead for a 
duca dead. Or, if he is indeed sull 


e, 


active, he must have gone underground, 
lor 1 have not seen his advertisements 
for lo these many years, 

The day I wrapped up a worn dime 
in fier paper and sent for Mr. Smiths 
Complete Manmoth Catalog ("Only 
Book of its kine in existence; nearly 600 
pages of aD the latest tricks in magic, 
the newest novelties, puzzles pades, 
sporting goods, rubber stamps, unusual 
and intresting books, curiosities in 
secds and plants, ce"), that day J fell 
heir to untold hours of reading enjoy- 
ment. Fabulous Johnson Smith! What 

ower did this man poses? 
th me down memory lane 
(hats two blocks west ol easy street 
and just this side of the boulevard of 
broken dreams) and Jet me share his 

terwerhe with you. 

“Like having FYES IN тик RACK OF 
Youn mrap” was the way that “Wonder 
of the 20h Century" The Scebackro: 
scope, was described. These words were 
accompanied by an ancient cut of a Gay 
Nineties couple necking shamelessly on 
a park bench, while near them, on 
another bench, sit a solitary ch 
who, though nat facing the tonie 
seme, gave the impresion of receiving 
the wellknown eyelul, These vintage 
illustrations, by the way, were part and 


вз 


PLAYEOY 


“H lies entirely in our province, Miss Templeton, to establish 
ап altitude record of sorts right now .. 2" 


POSTPAID POET 
continued from pa 
parcel of the Johnson Smith catalog. 
Though 1 became an enthusiast as Tate 
is the mid hirties, the 
its kind in existence" persisted 
its wares with turmof thecentury 
drawings of mustachioed, ecltuloidicol 
Jared men and bustle belles, Likewise, 
the tgpelaces were often of the style 
printers call “Bufalo Bill” and which 
wen nowadays only im the bedis 
ened. Birmumesque speeches of Р 
pont P. Bridgeport in Pogo. With typical 
Chiklish cynicism, 1 at that vie. attrib- 
‘uted this phenomeman to th 
imimony, on the part of Mr, Smith 
hut now, шу eyes clear and wide with 
te dewy innocence of adulthood. 1 am 
beginning to suspect the old cuts an 
period typelaces may bave been a co 
cious attempt to Mayor the catale 
Conscious or not, favor they d 
to the Sechackrosenpe 
nt is made of hard ruh 
ver the eye lu much the same 
Was as the lying gms used by 
jowelers and watch repairers Persons 
are often anxious to see who is follow 
ing them without attracting attention 
by turning around, and this inserun 
does the work for you” A remarkable 
madet for 196, though it has always 
heen hard for me to grasp Just how a 
person could toor around with am in- 
Strument made of hard rubher “placed 
over the eye in much the sime way as 
the magnifying glasses used by jewelers 
nd watch repairers” and yet avoid 
"auracting attention ^ 
Music was not neglected by Johnson 
ith. "The Kolonien was “A Mouth 
Organ thut Plays with а Music Roll“ 
“AN you have to do is insert а roll and. 
turn the handle while That 
is all there is to it. Noth 
simpler.” here were hundreds ol rolls 
то select from, “AN the latest Broadway 
His" including I Few Down & Go 
mom, Only 3110, with a free roll 
thrown in or He 
тәп amd 


‘The Magic Flute 
unique 


produce very 
what resembles а d 
The dlect is charming, as it is surpris 
ing” In а rather dillerent musical cate- 
gory was the little box you could buy 
lor and which bore the label 


NORLUS SMALLEST WIND ISSIKUMPNT. 
There was a solitary bean within. 

Practical jokes were a staple of the 
Jobson Smith line of merchandise 
There 


was che inllatable 
“or ‘Pom оо? Cushio: 
<. When the victim. 
uspectingly sits upon the cushion, it 
wes forth noises that can be herrer 
agimed than described.” There was 


Whoopee 


the Elec Trick Push Button (“Gives a 
smart “shock” as soon as the Bu 
presed , , . сап be better imagined 
than described"). “There was the bar of 
Surprise Sosp which contained a chemi 
cal thot acted like a dye upon 
inte contact with water: “The 
Smith apprised his readers, 
Letter imagined than described” The 
Whoopee Cushim whl lor 256, the 
other neo cms for 15€ cach. and all 
were delivered postpaid. Neatly every 
thing was delivered postpaid by the 
generous Mr. Smith, with the exception 
ol “a few special articles” "such as 
REVOLVERS, FIREARMS, STINK 
KOMIS, SNEEZING POWDER, ITCIL 
ING POWDER, FIREWORKS, EX 
PLOSIVES” 

А revolver of mor: than routine in: 
terest, perhaps, was the Young America 
Revolver (A Gocd Pocket Gun), which 
was Jet go for 5730 to any and all in- 
terested parties “The "Young 
weighs approximately 9 ounces, and is 
one of the lightest weight revolvers of 
its type om the mark 
cam were assured. For а 
Americans young or old might procure 
"he Baby Double Action Hammerless 
Revolver, which was "produced to mect 
the ever increasing de 
woher that would combine 
and light weight with the essential tex 
tures of Efficiency and Practicability.” 
Mr. Smith was of the opinion that 
"Every lady should have a revolver and 
should know how (o use it" Ladies 


with tender eardrums. however, prob 
ably turned to the Silent Defender, or 
Alumim Gloves, which went for two 
bits each (You should buy onc for 
each hand”) and which were more pop 
лом as brass knuckles. 
hc “curiosities in seeds and 
plants” olfered by Johnson Sm 
Jy among the most curious were the 
Gigantic New Guinea Butter Keans, ehe 


to an 
uring fro 
ing anything from 10 to 16 
even more. One Bean is 
for several meals." 
ol seeds, "with (ull direct 
tavating and cooking.” could be had lor 
а quarter. le was my boyhood dream to 
ow one of these six footer beams, pla 
in a huge crate, and label the < 
woes LARGEST WIND SDT, but 
somebody talked me out of it every 
time 1 scraped together 25 coppers 

The prosodiac powers of the post 
paid рос: were nowhere more evident 
than im his Get Acquainted Cards 
“SAY, Boys!” he enthused: "Why don't 
you make up to the діт? They come 
out to meet you and look nice to please 
you. They are only waiting for you to 
speak. Get some uf these Acquaintance 
Cards and give onc ro that jolly girl. 


Bali Party 


If just through "idol" curiosity you 
decide to jolly upa party with a Bali 
friend or two, here's n suggestion 

To underwrite the fun, be sure you 
have enough Champolecn hand, Ах "one 
who knows", you surely recall that 
Champale Mall Liquor adds a very 
special spirit to any party. 

All you do is open the well chilled 
bottles of Chompale, and pour into 
stemmed glasscs, This sparkling bubbly 
beverage is certain to spark a joyful 
response in your guests for that's how 
Champak is. 

"Best of all, you can leave your folding 
money at home, and buy Chempale with 
pocket change. Tt costs but little more 
than beer. 

‘Take off now for your favorite restau- 
rant, bar or grocery . . . wherever beer 
is койа... and learn with your first do- 
Tightful sip of Chompale why, it's “the 
malt liquor you serve like champagne.” 


FREE! For clever new 
drink recipes, including the 
fabulous Chumpale Code 
tail, write to Dept 7, P. O. 
Bax 2230, Trenton, N. 


THE MALT 
Liquor 
vou serve 
| снамғлеме 


a‏ ا 
CHAMPALE‏ 


MALT LIQUOR 
A пай beverage spe sanad a wide, shallow or 
sherbet glen Metrogas Brewery of N.J Jne Trente. 


PLAYBOY 


will love you for i^ 
vt a dime and ind 
cally opposed messes a 
Hoo bond а ttle host For both itt 
Welles Ja tet jel actar кан 
T man’ ike you do kat oF this 
Dear Mis, 7 feet lonciome and de. 
jecte 1 ear my hear you have affected, 
und if 1 don't get rejected, ГИ take you 
home and you'll gel everything. yan 
ереп. 
When it came ап books, no library 
could hold а candle 10 Johnson Salih 
Tragedies of the White Saver. fot 
жаз а collection ol uue storie, 
ne deling with а ilem net 
eat by hi win, une Пон 
their” victims to deuructian.” Perhaps 
that this zB 
handbook of The for budding white 
avers, the. catalog wan quick to wa 
her or father may be warned 
single Wie e saved mm 
ke ond die lores th 
avemunt of the lower 


A ser of cards 
dei such dimet 


ee ot th this 
hook will not have been * From 
Dance Hall to White Slavery offered 
the sume juicy genre: “The 

are devilish and the ex 


prisoners 
endure is hearren 


bum [Eve опен wondered if this phrase 
did 


ot properly belong with the С 
New Guinea Butter Beam] and 
Yor will wonder how sue things 
can be and you will want to become a 
cruuder and go owt and warn others 
against the dangers.” These books sukt 
» each. Johnson Smith. thuw 
he faced the more profane aspects 
Hle squarely and without linching. was 
mot imensitive to the gentler maniles 
tations of the ageold mgt: "Every nor 
mal being is at some period of his or 
i existem susceptible to love's tender 
pasion. When loves young dn 
tomes to youth or maid the lovers in 
despair realize how inadequate is the 


language at their command w express 
the depths of the consuming passion 
thar is gnawing at their hearts И is at 
such ecstatic periods that lovers crave 
fox wane book that will put them in 
touch with all that the world’s great 
men have sung, said and written. Te is 
tu soothe the souls of the lovelorn that 
this work [Hour to Lave and Be Loved, 
105] has beca compiled." Beats there a 
heart so callowsed as to remain un 
touched by lofty sentiments thus ek» 


But to 
books Johnso 
more intriguing, even, th 
fesious of Mar 
+ Seventh Books of Mos 
Magie, Spirits, Art. (Published for the 
Trade") was Old Secrets and New 
Discoveries, "containing iul 
rare value for all classes, in all condi 
tious of society" —in other words, not 
published for the trade. On its caver, 
which sas reproduced faith 

маз one of the 
previously 
dramatically with his sight 


ated the process called. 


“Electrical Psychology,” by which it 


was posible “ta Муртийл any person, 

amd make him, while under the inllu 
you may wish him to 
other hand. 


another chapter in the book: “Knowing 
this you can place any person im а 
mesmeric sleep, and then be able to do 
with him as you will, This semet has 
been sold over aud over again for S10." 
The entire book sokl (over and over 
again, 1 have no doubt) for 106, so if 
any carpers or саме» were tempted to 
point out thar Electrical Psychology and 
the п sleep had points of simi 
Un а да say complete duplicitio 

surely the fairness of the asking price 
would seal their lips And Old Secrets 


again. "Che wake mot 
m Damonde. This was 
would siy. 
Jue you were doe to the wall, 

to." said ol Uncle Juan. 
“Your senses were alert and clear,” 
4 oki Unde Cantu. “Damundo wis 
dose. He moved because of the snake 
You heard him.” 
t is plain that you were elore to- 
gether and that you knew his direction 
cime of the make,” said old Uncle 
“But how, Pi ld you know 
just when to strike? Just where to 
strike?” 

“When I am old, my Uncles” sa 
Pico, “1 may speak of how I саше to 
crash down the cans if the occasion i 


tance. But that will be many 


years! 
He went vo where Angia stood, besu 


tes, amd only 1 bead wheat 
Angla.” said Pino, “be: 
Tore it came to my mind why you made 


the greeting with him.” He brought he 
hamb to his face smiled, “You 
have washed thi 

"Very well, m 


of dis heart 


“Good,” said Piso. “The perfume of 
that foreign Mower 1 never want 10 
smell again." 

And they walked away toward the 


and New Disanerirs ollereid more: 
-.. How to make a person at a dis 
tance think of von — something that all 
lovers should know... How to cham 
ibuw yume ami make diem love 
you, whether they will or nat. . . . How 
to plate and gild without и baer 
how 10 make a clock tor 25e; how 10 
banish and prevent mosquituen fn 
biting; how to make cologne waters arti 
ficial honey; how to wake large noses 
small. . 

But don't ga ‘way. Cast your eye on 
the extensiveness of the bo 
fore “i tells how to make 
hone appear as though he were badly 
foundered: to make a horse temporarily 
Lame; how to make па hy his 
food and not cat it; how to cure a horn 
from crib or wal how o make 
а young countenance on а horses how 
to cover up the heaves: how to. make 
him appear as il he had the glanderx 
how to make a truc-pnlling horse balk: 
how to nerve а horse that in lame, ete 
These horse secrets contin 
ally sold at ST each.” Let's 
horse secrets, even without the 
at a dollar cach, plus the 
sleep which was worth 510 0 
market... it begins to become ap 
parent why Smith is no longer as omui 
present as onee he was Anybody whi 
would let $19 worth ol secrets go for 
dime could not. with accursey, be de 
scribed as the world’s best bı 

Perhaps Johnson Smith did 
upon іна as a Dusinewman. how 
ever 1 certainly never did. 1 looked 
upon him as a creator of evocative words 
а муна with а broad 
irum; and his calo; 

к — indeed, 1 seldom ordered 
of its ums but, rather, а book of 
‘marvels, each page of which was a magi 
Carpet to a world of daring assumptions, 
fantastic claims and ancient secrets that 
could be asking (postpaid 

Even though T considered Smith's 

pus asa Titerary work and nor 
yours have fre 
quently given me pause to rellect 


the powers 1 let slip through my pras 
There is a 

spake Bru 
leads on 


ide in the айай» of men, 
which taken at the flood 
so fortune. Had T but acted, 
inya call, answered the knock. 
1 opportunity, struck while the iron 
was hot, what greatness might not be 
ue today? 
What towered cities might 1 wot sways 
what men and maidens hold in thrall? 
have in he bark 
ту head? What six-foot beans might 
grw: what mosquitoes banish: 
what heaves cover up: what biye nox» 
nake small? healer, lover, 
Jut why go 
better imagined than de«ribed, 
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BEST J0B 


continued from page 26) 
set it up. Joey thinks he's there ro talk 
over a new show, But Holiday said il 
you were still around tomorrow, he’ 

сме, tell Joey . 


nd sec that 


1 knew what she wa 
dE didn't want her to 
Don't worry about it." J told her, 
can puck in hall un bour” 

She started to ery а 


ave to say i 


1 


was ber wet 
side ot 
heaving, 


dr brushing against the 
face and 1 could feel her sobs 
Martin, I'm sorry... Pm so 


Sure, Me, too. The Ivy League will 
never be the same. 

She laughed back a sob, and 1 beld 
her. She kissed mc, squeczed my hand, 
and was gone. I stood there looking at 
the door, with part of her wet silhouette 
all over my pajamas. 


il two years later that 1 


FEMALES BY COLE: 43 


finally understood about Shurman, I 
was covering a presidential speech Tor 
fone of the networks, and after it wis 
over. a group of us, TV and radio, were 
having drinks in a hotel bar. One of 
the men was introduced as Tomkinson. 
1 remembered [осуз talking about a 
man named Tomkinson, and 1 asked 
im if he had ever worked at WWN) 

about two years 


Yes!” he boomed. "Did you?" 
1 nodded, 
He laughed. “She's quite a girl, 
жеў" 
Who; 
“Sha of course. Who else? ,. 


bless her 

He saw the Fook on my face, and he 
was gr “I imagine Joey told you 
about me. How J wok ой so suddenly, 
Joey would suy, "uot lost” ” 

Matter of fact, yes 

He nodded. He was enjoying himself 
“Did she come to you in the middle of 
ight with a coat draped over h 


nightgown and ghe you a song and 
dance abou 


old man Holiday? 
ining like hell. She 


“Raining! Say, that «ms effective, She's 
improved, Dear, dear Sharman.” 

nk 1 looked at 
une of the first 


һәй just told me die 
gal 1 had ever slept wich 
"Well. dont look so crushed!" he 
laughed. "Not that 1 blame you 1 
imagine 1 looked about the sume when 
1 got it from dhe chap who preceded me. 
Met him a bit later. Only he was mare 
tations about it He wasn't quite sure 
he was the fist" He bowed 
d toward me. “Though by no 
ms the last.” 
Are you telling me that Sharman « 
witli him... 
so,” he smiled. “We've 
been duped. The lot ol us. It's her way, 
poor thing, of saving Joey. Only way 
she knows, L suppose, but damned effres 
tive. The othe 
‘out, amd 1 rather think you'll agree, You 
see, she adores her Ме at WWXY, 1 
guess she had a rather rot ol it 
before. But at WWXY, Joey i» the big 
IL the top commen ials, and 
aber nice. Only she knows 
best announcer in the 
World, And she's made up h dit 
o ome is going 10 yet thelr litte gold 
ine away from them. The instant she 
sees a new announeer is better than Ja 
and stands a good chance of getting 
Joey's job, she goes into her lile act" 
He finished off his drink a 
the empty glass between the 
his hands 
You snow." he said, “I ır 
the next good man who geis a job at 
WWAY. In a way, irs che best job in 


television, 
п 


Wedding Bor 
Ter en Imagine and иел 
Коше qu, sand th төк ier 
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Cocktail Napkins. 36 to a box 
18 different Cole cartoons, 81 


High Ball Glasses 


Sat of 6. Ап 
different. 


Doubla Old Fashionsd GI 
Set of B. All different. $i 
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232 E, Ohio St, Chicago Ti, 


JUST LIKE THE GIRL 


(continued [rom a; 

know Tm a bum and a drunk." 
“We don't deserve the women we 

Lab Wallers said, his 

of us. None of 

is Id light out 
Give her a 

wul hand to leave 


ge 4 


art for the ki 


his father said. 


v. Bur it’s 
your kids, your own kids What you've 
Is, if nowhere 


done lives on in your 
ou though.” Lab Wallers 
Don't you forget it" 

she doesn't’ 

“and 1 don't blame her. 


his father said, 

1 know what 1 
“I know what Eve done.” 
Lah Wallers 


am.” he «aid. 

Give me the 
said. vtk 
was't for my wife. Or 
Where would the world be 
wives? Where would if it 
t for thelr mothers? Where would 
be, if it wasn't for the 


She was the most beautiful woman 
in this part of the country when I nrar 
ried her." his father said. “1 was lucky 
to get her. Everybody says so. M she just 

ukin’t devil me sa. Goddam it, Lab, 


someday the men will he fece 
is iê T have to be buck 
och 


wn by 10. 
it, a man has to live, 1. 
Jobn didwt hear the 

їй 


T have to see s 


becuse he 
my mor. As he 
was bein 


woke up surprised, 
n the car 


carried. His father was carrying him in 
his arms. John noticed sleepily that his 


father was wearing same funny new 
Г He did 
mot know where they were at frst, but 


| of sweet shaving lotion. 


then he saw they were at hos 
house 

Upstairs, his father 
his bed in his own room and began to. 
undies him, fumbling the buttons. Ie 
lay very still, his eyes shut, letting his 


mt hò 


His father carried him inside 


When he was 


Te he opened his eyes 
and smiled at his father, His father 
smiled hack 1 tell by his 
eyes that he was pretty drunk 


and John cou 


< father said, reaching in 
1 


t "Put this under yo 


cared iw You're a d 


good man. You've got a lot of gute and 
d you are my son. 

ut bis hand and took 

i wer sleepily in Ше bed 

Gee, he thought, a quarter and two half 


dollars both. Gee 

his hand and did wot put them um 
low 

cing of his mo 


But he held them in 


because he was sudde 
1 really ought 


Keep keen 
when it counts 


ker 
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order for 

YOURSELF 
ond for 
clever 


GIFTS 


Specify illustration desired ond nome 
10 be printed on each set. 


10 Pods, Size 314” x 5". 
$f Eeh printee with your name, 
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We Pay Postoge « immediate Delivery 
Hemani pu 


NOW science e, 


shows you how to 


5723 MELROSE AVE. 
HOLLYWOOD 38, CALIF. 


to take them, he thought. thinking 
guiltily about his brother Tom. 1 ought 
to give them hack. 

“Guts are what a man needs" his 
father said “You're going to need а 
Jor of guts, Johnny boy, someday. Somes 
day you'll need gues bad.” 

His father paused and patted him on 

lobed his strong 
утта} hand over his chin that 
ded а shave. He gor up from. the 

Always remember: Mon 
из. Ве come out all right 
о have the guts to stud up 
If, even when you're bad and 
he wid, " dead. You'll 

a man He stood be 


the head and then he 


stubby 


bed 


slowly. 


alla, 
just some woman. And a good 
spy had work to do at the front 

Тин this time it didn’t work. because 
лев the scene in the forest John could 
see his mother's face with her bright 
gat him. Me wished it 
ork, because he wanted to keep 
wy. Bur this time it was not 
real Te wasn't а real game at all It 
was only playlike. Ie wasn't S290 at all 
it was only а quarter and two hall dol 
Tars both 


And there was Mother watching him 
who didn't think he loved her any 
morc. He could almost sce her. Mother 
thought he was going ta be like Tom. 
He could almost sec her looking at him 
if he wok the money. 

“Dad” John sid. 


himself extend his arm. “Т 


your mone 
His father stood looking 
his big face and the 


of focus and swing around back 
h beim 
of John to the other. Then hie took the 
хойно and looked at them and pur them. 
in his pocket 

AU ight, Inutilybay.” he aid in a 
hardly hear. “Good 
might, oll Carefully with his big 
hands, gently, he turned off the light 
and went out of the room and slowly 
shut the door, 

That Took on his father's face still 
seared John a Tittle, but it 
great pleasure to know he was not like 
Tom. Mother would be proud of him 
Ae cawe buy my affection, John thought 
proudly, Tm not like Tom, 


themselves, from enc 


voice Jol 
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me FLYING онла 


y Calo, Моја 
cae, ly kade inet. 
Bench mak af pad er 
adoran on Tan as Mac $i 


son 
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Rambling Blues 


(continued [rom pase 57) 
gives mo supper: and the saddest, best 
old buns of all ald bums I've seen 

He had onc lead nickel for a coffee 
and 
ner, with the 


1 picked at the chopped ше 
tolled him à hamburger di 
works, free. With this 1g 
berry shortcake 1 paid for on the sly. He. 
said it was Ше best dinner he ever had 
sat coment, 
He sat, or 

the counter, near th 


Of really fre 

the 
positiun, which 

he be 

ally enjoy it 

iniscive pleasures. 


comer could 
uenting ihe dini 
door was his. From, de 
пос quanrel f 
knew I would 
for Wis own те 
songs were those mysterious rumbling, 


тоот, and il se 


rambling bhus tt you hear with low- 
register guitar unknown words 
risin out of the Deep Sourh night like 
а roan, like a lire beyond the trees He 


jy 1 had to 
ine tunny 
п was nineteen twenty m 

as Portland, Maine, "tun 
see u. Print can't read 
like he wanded so mournful, hoarse and 
swampydike. He started with а record 
of what evidently was his youth, 


pronounced his words so d 
sk him what they mea 
Dd 


Left Louisiana 
Nineteen twenty nine 
To go along the siver 
Thou а daddy blame 
Up old Montana 

In the cold, cold Fall 
1 found my father 

In a gum-halin halt, 


dime. 


Father, father. 
Wherever you been? 
Uplenscc is lost 

When you so blame small. 


Dear son, he шы, 

Don't uvorry "bout me, 
T'm "ані. to de 

OJ the misery 


Went south together 
In on old freight train 
Night my father died. 
In the cold, cold min. 


I counted the years amd figured he 

Tele home for the first time when he was 

almost 30, to go look for his lather up 

the river, and be кай that was so, adde 

ing, "Me was way up thi 

Tig Muddy до 

e sang the 

A 1 dice to he 


river, vande 
Then 
his life a 


een to Butte Montana 
Been in Portland Maine 
Been io San Francisco 
Been im all the rain 
Lord, Lord, 

T never found un il gii. 
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"ps Malah ааа 


Cress the Brazos river 
Gress the Tennessee 
Cress the Niobrara 

ss the Jordan sea 
Land, Lord, 

1 never found no Wl giri, 


Hone in Opelousas 
Hone in Wounded Knee 
Howe in Ogallaln 

Hoe FU never be 

Lord, Lord, 

1 never found no KT girl, 


He suddenly said до me, “Stis 
a river log ain't rolling.” 

"What do yo 

He only said he 
that nobody had ever 
few witch doctors and 


song for me 
heard Except a 
үне. “Wiech 
doctor sing this when he feel sad and 
иза leave the bayou. Its а sign.” He 
тай. 


Down — yum — down 
Down — yum — down 
Roll — fam — lo; 
Roll — jaw — log 
Well tha — snake 
Wel 


= snahe 
LOOKAT! 


He whistled shuilly dhromeh his teeth. 

and smiled to show the song wis over 

Suddenly his gnarled finger was pointed 
advice. "In. N'awles 

tbc top-bi 

art: 

ior lie down wit 


wa talk 
seen them Dom the 


1 understood those logs h 
ing about— 1 

decks ol ships in New Orleans at ni 
wandering logs all riven, 

sunken and turning over that come with 
the Missouri rashing hugely ito the 
Moods of the Mississippi all the way fro 
top-hig muddy, which is lonely old Mon. 
tana in the North, Odysiac logs. stately 
wanderers, moving slowly. with satista 

nity d nm 

юш to sea— but I never knew what he 
meam abene the witeh doctor and the 
snake. He wheczed that laugh. 

I was a prophetic night lor me. 1 
watched him y ss the railyard 
ssid he was going t0 “наса” 
soon, or "Agen," which une San Eran 
cisco and Ogden, in Utah, 1 lu 
palin ghost aimed. lo 

the track, 10 fold 

fers or find his bed of paper 
in any oll gondola, any box, even the 
nj cold rode themselves, ^ [ust long 

y bull char jack!" as he yelled 
when he left. So he was 

Ла the morning 1 collected my рау, 
packed im old torn bag, and rode a bus 
to the edge of town. 

ht. Td voll fae 
ом road 


tion and ch wn wide 


Yd never get 
T got on that 
1 knew 1 would sec bim 
somewhere at least once mure, 


for 


the 
forgotten 
man... 


CHIPTION TO PLAYBOY 


me? Is there a friend, relative, business associate, boy sway 

ated to remember this Christmas an 
T 1 liste Well, there's still time to send hi 
a holiday gift he'll enjoy the whole year through — a gilt subscription 10 
vravuoy. A handsome, full.color card with your name hand-written on 
it will announce your thoughtfulness, Simply fll out the convenie 
postage paid reply card and mail today рслувоу does all the test an 
we'll be pleased to bill you 


service, that you w 


PLAYBOY'S SPECIALLY EXTENDED HOLIDAY RATES 
first one year gift $ euch add' one year gift $5 
SPECIAL HOLIDAY RATES EXPIRE FEBRUARY 14TH. 


TIONAL SUESCHIPTICNS ON A SEPA 


SHEET OF PAPER 


AND SERD TO PLAYBOY, 


E OHG St. CHICAGO W, MINOS 


NEXT MONTH 


THE NUDE JAYNE MANSFIELD 
— FIRST FIGURE STUDIES OF 
А MOVIE QUEEN 


THE WINNERS OF THE 1958 
PLAYBOY JAZZ POLL 


THE BEAT MYSTIQUE-COOLS- 
VILLE AS INTERPRETED BY А 
TRIO OF WRITERS HEADED BY 
HERBERT GOLD 


by RENAULT 


More and more, Americans feel like 
A King at the wheel of La Dauphine 


ARK AVENUE » NEW YORK 22, N. Y. 


